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PEEFACE. 


I  HAVE  BEEN  asked  to  reprint  these  little  papers  in  a  cheap 
form.  They  do  not  profess  to  be  a  balanced  treatise  on 
political  economy,  but  what  they  are  called — 'Jottings' — of 
what  I  myself  saw  and  heard  on  many  other  subjects  besides 
'  Peasant  Properties,'  They  are  left  as  they  were  written,  to 
show  that  it  was  with  no  preconceived  object  of  proving  the 
failure  of  small  properties,  but  that  facts  to  that  effect  forced 
themselves  upon  my  notice.  The  essays  have  been  found  fault 
with  for  not  describing  ideal  homes.  I  visited  several  well- 
to-do  households,  but  the  remarkable  feature  of  the  parts  of 
France  which  I  studied,  was  that  the  owners  of  seven  cows, 
of  sheep,  and  horses,  &.c.  lived  in  stable  homes  as  squalid,  dirty, 
and  miserable  as  their  poorest  neighbours  ;  and  that  '  la  maison 
la  plus  elegante  du  voisinage '  possessed  no  furniture,  the 
clothes  hung  on  a  rope,  without  the  smallest  chest  or  cup- 
board, while  the  farm  produce  was  stored  under  the  beds. 

I  may  perhaps  be  allowed  to  give  a  personal  detail  or  two 
to  justify  me  in  forming  so  strong  an  opinion  about  the 
districts  which  I  visited,  not  from  choice,  but  from  reasons 
of  health.  I  had  spoken  French  from  childhood,  and  was 
never  supposed  by  the  peasants  to  be  a  foreigner.  *  Madame 
vient  de  Paris'  was  all  the  observation  ever  made.  If  it  is 
considered  how  little  information  a  person  who  spoke  im- 
perfect English  would  extract  out  of  an  English  cottager,  it 
will  be  seen  that  the  idiomatic  use  of  a  language  is  a  Siine  qud 
riQn  in  obtaining  true  details. 


vi 


PREFACE 


1  sat  in  the  straw  of  the  stable-houses  with  the  mistress, 
the  fleas,  the  cattle,  and  the  chickens,  or  on  a  chair  in  the 
street  with  a  group  of  old  crones  who  preferred  its  cheerful- 
ness to  their  dark  and  dreary  dwellings — I  stood  chatting  by 
the  fountains  to  the  women  washing,  to  the  men  digging 
potatoes  on  the  hillside,  and  the  vine-dressers  on  the  terraces 
above  the  lake — to  the  miller  preparing  his  walnut  oil,  and 
the  great  man  owning  fifteen  acres  and  a  speechless  clock. 
Everywhere  I  was  made  welcome — '  Au  revoir,  Madame,' 
was  the  constant  salutation — their  lives  are  dull,  and  they  like 
to  talk.  Only  once  did  I  meet  with  a  churlish  reply.  I  was 
a  woman  and  therefore  supposed  to  have  a  right  to  an  interest 
in  household  affairs — I  made  it  my  business  never  to  be  in  a 
hurry,  and  to  listen  attentively  and  sympathetically  (always 
the  surest  manner  of  making  one's  self  agreeable)  in  the 
seventy  or  eighty  households  which  I  studied  near  Aix  and  in 
Auvergne ;  and  to  the  doctors,  always  the  most  intelligent  of 
informants.  Finally  I  was  accompanied  by  the  daughter  of  a 
peasant  proprietor,  herself  the  proud  owner  of  the  eighth  part 
of  six  acres,  who  often  gave  me  4e  mot  de  Tenigme'  about 
local  expressions  and  usages  puzzling  to  a  stranger.  If  this 
little  book  can  be  the  means  of  disabusing  any  of  our  work- 
ing class  of  the  exaggerated  expectations  which  they  have 
been  led  to  form  of  what  can  be  done  for  them  by  small 
ownerships  of  land,  by  seeing  what  are  the  effects  of  such 
possessions  in  France,  Switzerland,  and  Germany,  I  shall 
indeed  be  abundantly  satisfied. 

Claydon  Hoube  :  Novemher  10,  1885, 
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AUTUMN  JOTTINGS  IN  FRANCE  AND 
SWITZERLAND. 


Paris  looked  grey  and  dull  this  year  in  the  last  days  of 
August  and  the  first  week  of  September.  Indeed,  we  have 
seen  an  amount  of  bad  weather  there  at  different  times,  wet, 
cold,  windy,  snowy,  such  as  would  have  ruined  the  reputation 
of  any  English  town.  But  it  is  always  useful  as  well  as  agree- 
able to  praise  oneself,  and  Paris  has  done  this  to  such  good 
effect  that  the  world  at  large  believes  that  her  climate  is  as 
pleasant  as  some  other  of  her  characteristics. 

The  town  looks  less  picturesque  at  every  fresh  visit,  for  the 
piercing  of  new  streets  increases  yearly,  and  they  are  all  built 
in  the  true  boulevard  style,  with  high  mansm^de  roofs  and 
gables  in  them,  all  of  the  same  height  and  pattern,  the  long 
lines  of  windows  and  mouldings  running  straight  from  end  to 
end,  without  a  break,  with  monotonous  regularity,  and  evidently 
constructed  by  the  acre.  Old  Paris  was  a  triumph  of  indivi- 
dualism even  five-and- twenty  years  ago  ;  every  house  had  been 
built  at  some  time  by  somebody  according  to  his  own  taste  and 
fancy — to  live  in,  not  to  sell.  It  had  an  idiosyncrasy  of  its 
own,  resulting  from  the  individual  thought  and  requirements 
of  the  owner,  differing  in  each.  A  few  old  streets  remain  of 
the  old  picturesque  fashion,  and  we  pass  through  one  or  two  on 
our  road  to  the  Lyons  Station.  Here  is  a  house,  two  storeys 
high,  red  brick,  with  a  great  deal  of  colour  in  the  lower  half, 
grey  stone  ornaments  over  each  window,  and  an  arched  door- 
way with  some  rich  old  ironwork  in  it.  Alongside  stands  a 
lofty  neighbour  of  five  storeys,  with  balconies  at  the  top,  full 
of  trailing  nasturtiums  and  scarlet  geraniums,  a  bower  of  green 
wreaths  showing  against  a  dark  brown  roof,  and  pignons  siir  la 
rue  with  round-headed  windows  set  in  blunt  triangular  gables. 
Next  comes  some  good  plaster  work  in  panels  between  the 
pilasters  of  the  architraves,  while  opposite  rises  the  pediment 
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of  the  old  Hotel  de  Sully,  with  boldly  carved  entablatures  and 
emblazonments  in  stone,  the  great  porte-cochere  opening  into 
an  inner  court,  where,  on  the  flights  of  steps  and  balustrades 
and  ^  rustic  '  masonry,  stand  pots  of  large  oleanders  and  pome- 
granates. Every  house  has  its  own  physiognomy,  instead  of 
being  turned  out  by  the  gross  ;  but,  then,  there  is  the  consola- 
tion (or  the  reverse)  that  each  street  can  now  be  swept  by  cannon 
in  case  of  a  great  row  or  a  revolution,  and  that  a  gun  planted 
at  the  Hotel  de  Yille  can  command  the  whole  line  of  the  Rue  de 
E/ivoli  down  to  the  Place  de  la  Concorde  ! 

Two  hundred  miles  of  dead  flat  (with  the  exception  of  the 
pretty  hills  round  Fontainebleau)  carried  us  through  the  centre 
of  France  from  Paris  to  Dijon,  that  *ugly  picture  in  a  beautiful 
frame,'  which  must  always  be  traversed,  in  whatever  direction 
the  country  is  crossed.  The  soil,  apparently,  as  shown  by  the 
wild  flowers,  was  much  the  same  as  the  average  of  the  flatter 
districts  at  home.  And  it  was  irritating  to  see  only  golden 
rod,  hard-heads,  wild  carrots,  thistles,  &c.,  by  the  roadside,  like 
meeting  one's  tiresome  next-door  neighbour  at  Rome.  One 
was  tempted  to  say,  '  Let  us  be  better  strangers,'  as  J aques 
did  to  Touchstone  ;  we  did  not  come  so  far  to  find  only  rag- 
wort. 

We  passed  much  undrained  ground,  with  bulrushes,  coarse 
grass,  and  weeds  of  all  sorts,  tracts  of  frowsy  land,  low  lying 
and  marshy,  or  high  lying  and  bare,  evidently  not  worth  culti- 
vation by  the  small  proprietors  when  it  lay  far  away  from 
their  dwellings.  The  melancholy-looking  villages  sttod  a  good 
way  apart  on  both  sides  the  line,  quite  unaflected  by  the  rail- 
road ;  their  one-storeyed  houses,  with  deep  brown,  almost  black, 
tiled  roofs,  looked  like  barns,  with  hardly  any  chimneys,  dilapi- 
dated, wretched,  with  no  new  constructions  of  any  kind  to  be 
seen,  except  at  the  railway  stations.  There  are  no  *  better- 
most  '  houses  among  them,  but  all  of  one  low-level  character, 
with  a  miserable  little  church  in  the  midst,  generally  hardly 
bigger  or  better  than  the  buildings  round  it.  Not  an  atom  of 
ornament  or  even  a  gable  was  to  be  seen,  and  the  houses  grow, 
as  it  were,  out  of  the  bare  ground,  without  a  scrap  of  flower- 
garden  or  so  much  as  a  path  up  to  the  doors.  There  were 
hardly  any  by-roads,  only  the  one  chaussee,  so  that  everybody 
must  cross  everybody  else's  land  to  cultivate  their  own  plots. 
In  the  excessive  subdivision  these  plots  lie  very  separate,  and 
one  owner  will  often  possess  ten  or  twelve  pieces  of  half  or 
even  a  quarter  of  an  acre,  each  of  which  has  to  be  ploughed 
and  harrowed,  planted  and  manured  separately.    The  enormous 
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amount  of  la])Oiir  expended  and  the  small  return  of  grain  are 
very  striking — less  than  half  the  crops  of  wheat  which  are 
gathered  in  England  is  harvested.  And  this,  although  the 
climate  is  so  much  bettor  than  our  own,  as  might  be  seen  by 
the  maize  and  the  vines,  while  the  average  of  the  soil  is 
certainly  as  good.  The  women  were  carrying  great  w^eights, 
working  bare-headed  in  the  fields,  washing  bare-legged  in  the 
streams,  driving  the  rude  ploughs,  &c.,  which  always  shows  a 
low  ebb  of  civilization.  No  agricultural  machines  were  to 
be  seen  the  whole  way,  except  one  for  making  hay,  not  far 
from  Dijon  ;  indeed,  such  small  owners  cannot  afford  to  get 
them. 

The  supply  of  firewood  was  very  scanty,  and  came  from 
afar—  faggots  and  trunks  of  trees,  of  which  the  largest  mea- 
sured about  eight  or  ten  inches  in  diameter.  Here,  too,  the 
peasants  cannot  afford  to  keep  forest  land,  which  entails  long 
waiting  for  the  profit  of  the  produce,  and  the  woods  belong  to 
the  few  large  proprietors  at  great  distances  apart.  Indeed, 
these  are  few  and  far  between,  for  after  passing  Fontainebleau 
we  only  saw  two  chateaux  from  the  railway.  They  both  stood 
high,  with  some  terraces  and  ornamental  trees  about  them  and 
their  dependances.  Else  the  excessive  monotony  of  the  open 
flat  country,  unbroken  by  a  single  division  or  hedge,  and  with- 
out a  tree,  except  the  rows  of  miserable  polled  black  poplars, 
was  extremely  depressing.  When  once  we  came  upon  a  group 
of  three  large  horse-chestnuts  and  elms — the  first  and  last  we 
saw  in  150  miles— their  beautiful  rich  round  outlines  were  a 
joy  to  the  eye,  wearied  with  the  sight  of  the  green  brooms  of 
poplars  in  long  lines.  Thousands  of  French  peasants  can  never 
have  seen  a  real  tree  in  their  whole  lives. 

The  look  of  the  houses,  with  the  i:>ers%ennes  of  the  one  best 
room  always  closed,  is  very  dismal,  and  the  holes  left  for 
scaffold-poles  in  the  walls  when  building,  not  filled  up,  gives 
them  an  unfinished  gaunt  appearance.  Altogether  the  country 
looked  grave,  grey,  dull,  decaying,  and  the  population  is  every- 
where stationary  in  the  rural  districts — in  some  places  diminish- 
ing. A  dreary  life  'Jacques  Bonhomme'  seems  to  lead  in 
central  France.  I  asked  about  the  dancing  in  one  place.  '  Oh  ! 
on  a  aboli  tout  ga  ! '  was  the  answer  ;  there  is  a  ball  sometimes 
at  Christmas  in  the  towns,  but  none  of  the  old  dancing  on 
Sundays,  only  hard  work.  Yet,  I  remember,  as  a  child,  hear- 
ing a  peasant  ditty — 
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C'est  demain,  dimanche, 
Les  gargons  vont  les  prier, 
Unc  contredanse, 
En  avant,  chassez  croisez, 


que  les  filles  dansent : 
*;Mademoiselle,  voulez-vous  danger 
le  pied  sur  la  planche  ? 
Tin  tour  de  main  et  balancez — ' 


which  showed  a  different  state  of  things. 

We  have  not  seen  a  gate  for  nearly  300  miles,  and  although 
hedges  in  the  north  of  France  and  walls  in  the  south  are  left 
to  mark  out  the  divisions  (often  into  the  smallest  of  fields), 
great  gaps  are  left  to  pass  from  one  to  the  other,  so  that  the 
cows  require  a  guardian  to  keep  them  to  their  duties.  A  cow, 
indeed,  is  a  fine  lady,  who  never  goes  out  without  her  man  or 
maid,  by  whom  she  is  taken  for  a  browsing  of  a  couple  of 
hours  or  so  in  the  morning  and  afternoon — and  no  one  seems  to 
mind  any  beasts  but  his  own.  One  flock  of  sheep,  with  a 
shepherd  and  two  wolf-like  dogs  watching  them,  was  a  new 
sight.  The  last  time  we  had  noticed  any  number  together  was 
near  Amiens. 

The  scene  changed  when  we  came  near  Dijon.  *  France' 
is  a  big  word,  and  to  talk  as  if  any  generalization  held  good 
from  the  Manche  to  the  Mediterranean  is,  of  course,  even 
more  absurd  than  to  speak  of  Kent  and  Caithness  as  alike, 
because  they  are  both  British. 

Vineyards  cover  the  rounded  hills  of  the  Cote  d'Or,  the 
red  and  black  loam  of  which  produces  the  valuable  Burgundy 
wines.  The  crop,  however,  is  a  very  expensive  and  '  chancey  ' 
one.  Ten  or  twelve  per  cent,  we  were  told  is  made  in  a  good 
year,  but  in  a  bad  one  hardly  anything,  while  occasionally  it 
is  a  positive  loss  ;  then  the  small  owner  must  borrow  or  beg. 
The  best  growths  are  in  the  hands  of  large  proprietors,  chiefly 
wine-merchants,  but  there  is  a  great  deal  of  common  Burgundy 
grown  on  little  patches  of  ten  to  twentj  journaitx.^  The  bad 
years  of  late  have  been  many  and  trying,  the  phylloxera  has 
invaded  the  country,  although  it  is  not  so  bad  here  as  in  some 
parts  ;  two  and  a  half  per  cent,  was  all  that  could  be  counted 
upon,  taking  everything  into  consideration.  The  men  who 
work  for  hire  are  paid  generally  in  kind  ;  if  in  money,  about 
four  francs  a  day  in  the  vineyards  at  this  season. 

Dijon,  the  capital  of  the  old  civilization  of  the  south-east 
of  France,  is  full  of  old  memories  and  old  monuments  of  *  les 
Princes  des  bons  vins,'  as  her  sovereigns  were  called  ;  but 
everything  was  defaced  at  the  Great  Revolution,  and  grievously 
mutilated.  The  Chartreuse  has  been  levelled  to  the  ground, 
where  were  the  magnificent  monuments  of   the  Dukes  of 
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Burgundy,  altar  tombs  on  which  lie  grand  colossal  figures  of 
Philippe  le  Hardi,  1404,  and  his  son,  Jean  sans  Peur,  with  his 
wife,  Margaret  of  Bavaria,  1419,  which  are  called  *  the  finest 
specimen  of  mediaeval  art  north  of  the  Alps.'  They  lie  with 
their  hands  raised  to  heaven,  *  in  their  habits  as  they  lived,' 
and  coloured  like  life,  the  heads  very  fine,  individual,  and 
full  of  character.  They  were  only  saved  by  being  pulled  to 
pieces  and  buried,  but  have  now  been  put  together  again  and 
placed  in  the  Museum — the  tearing  them  out  of  the  associa- 
tions for  which  they  were  designed,  the  breaking  up  of  the 
setting  of  which  they  were  the  centre,  has  so  spoilt  the  poetry 
and  sentiment  of  the  tombs,  that  they  have  nearly  lost  their 
savour,  and  sunk  to  the  level  of  the  '  curios,'  which  surround 
them — *  dried  head  of  a  cannibal  from  the  Feejee  Islands,' 
*  fetish  of  an  African  king,'  &g.  ;  and  when  we  came  to  the 
'  cast  of  the  skull '  of  the  fierce  old  J ean  himself,  taken  out  of 
his  grave,  the  force  of  disenchantment  could  no  farther  go. 

The  ancient  Palais  de  J ustice  has  nearly  been  improved 
away.  The  rage  for  destruction  in  France  has  been  greater 
than  in  any  other  country  :  to  wipe  out  the  past,  to  begin 
again  from  the  very  bottom  of  the  edifice,  seems  to  be  the 
chief  object  of  the  national  existence.  The  old  dynasties,  the 
old  institutions,  the  buildings,  are  levelled  or  improved  out  of 
all  knowledge  ;  the  very  names  of  the  streets  in  Paris  must 
be  changed  in  each  fresh  revolution,  to  satisfy  the  instinct  for 
getting  rid  of  all  that  differs  from  the  colour  of  the  prevailing 
opinion  of  the  moment.  There  is  no  reason  why  in  a  dozen 
more  years  a  succeeding  wave  will  not  have  washed  away  all 
the  handiwork  of  the  present  generation  of  busy  workers, 
like  the  sand  forts  and  gardens  of  children  on  the  sea- shore, 
or  rather  there  is  every  reason  to  expect  that  it  will  be  so. 
Each,  however,  is  equally  fierce  in  its  conviction  that  it  has 
hold  of  the  whole  truth  and  nothing  but  the  truth,  and  that 
all  who  difier  are  either  scoundrels  or  fools,  probably  both  at 
once.  The  lilies  of  France  can  be  traced  on  the  scutcheons, 
under  the  red  cap  of  ^  Liberte,  egalite  et  fraternite '  of  1793 — 
the  Bees  of  Napoleon  again  over  the  signs  of  the  Republic — 
more  lilies,  Louis  Philippe's  cocks,  more  *  fraternites,'  more 
Bees,  more  republics,  red  and  other,  carved  or  painted  over 
doors  of  national  monuments,  at  the  corners  of  squares,  in 
frescoed  ceilings.  Everywhere  may  be  traced  crumbled  idols, 
dead  enthusiasms,  extinct  beliefs,  emblems  of  rallying  cries 
that  rally  no  longer.  *  Tout  passe,  tout  casse,  tout  lasse,'  is  a  t 
truly  French  saying. 
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When  a  tree  or  a  constitution  has  roots  in  the  soil  and 
gradually  grows  and  develops,  the  changes  may  be  great,  but 
there  will  be  a  certain  harmony  in  its  whole  character,  it  is 
possible  to  calculate  the  course  it  will  take  ;  but  if  it  is  cut 
down  and  another  planted  every  twenty  years  or  so,  who  can 
say  what  the  next  tree  of  liberty  may  turn  out  to  be  ?  The 
waste  of  energy  is  enormous  in  this  perpetual  reconstruction. 
History  has  no  lessons  for  a  people  which  has  thus  deliberately 
broken  with  its  past,  whose  sole  idea  of  improvement  is  to 
make  terre  rase  and  build  from  the  foundation.  *  Aucun  de 
nous  connait  son  pere  ;  nous  sortons  tous  de  dessous  le  pave,^ 
said  Cousin  one  evening  at  Madame  Mohrs,  in  despair  at  the 
want  of  continuity  in  French  politics,  ideals,  and  institutions. 

The  elections  were  just  over,  and  the  papers  full  of  skits 
upon  them.  A  conversation  between  an  elector  and  his 
representative  began  with — 

*  Are  you  going  to  diminish  the  taxes  ?  They  are  heavier 
now  than  they  were  under  the  Empire.' 

'  No,  but  we  hope  to  sicpprimer  le  SenatJ 

*  Why,  what  harm  have  they  done,  poor  souls  ? ' 

*  Oh,  they  would  not  have  the  scriUin  de  liste  as  we  bade 
them.' 

'  But  why  mayn't  they  have  their  opinion  as  well  as  the 
Deputies  ' 

*  Oh,  because  we  are  right  and  they  are  wrong.' 

*  But  what  we  want  to  know  is,  will  you  diminish  the 
taxes  ? ' 

^  No,  but  we  hope  to  supprimer  le  President '  .  .  .  .  and  so 

on. 

There  was  great  discontent  at  the  war  in  Tunis  and  the 
manner  in  which  it  was  being  conducted;  all  the  mistakes 
committed  in  '70  were  being  repeated,  as  to  the  bad  com- 
missariat, the  sanitary  arrangements,  or  rather  the  want  of 
them,  the  enormous  cost  and  the  little  results  obtained  ;  a 
credit  of  five  millions  had  been  taken,  and  treble  the  amount 
spent  already,  with  nothing  to  show  for  it.  '  The  war  has 
broken  up  this  Ministry  '  said  a  shrewd  Frenchman  :  *  and,  if 
it  goes  on  as  it  has  begun,  it  may  do  more.  The  Mexican  war 
was  the  beginning  of  the  end  for  the  Emperor,  and  this  may  be 
so  for  this  form  of  the  E^epublic'  '  They  dare  not  send  Chanzy, 
our  best  soldier,  to  Tunis,  they  are  so  afraid  of  his  return  as  a 
triumphant  general  and  military  dictator.'  '  But  it  has  been 
very  useful  to  them  to  get  rid  of  a  great  many  inconvenient 
persons,'  laughed  another,  ^and  they   have  broken  up  the 
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regiments  and  despatched  awkward  customers  with  great  effect 
out  of  the  way  of  mischief  at  home/ 

The  tremendous  peculation,  the  want  of  preparation  for 
action,  only  discovered  when  micnitions  de  guerre  and  soldiers 
were  called  for  in  earnest,  were  all  quite  as  bad  as  under  the 
Empire.  And  there  was  a  very  unpleasant  connection  between 
the  financial  enterprises,  the  railroad  to  Enfida,  &c.,  &c.,  which 
had  been  encouraged  by  Government,  and  the  sending  out  of 
troops  to  enforce  its  claims. 

When  Gambetta  is  once  Minister,  he  will  soon  fall  in 
reputation  ;  no  man  can  ever  long  survive  that  ordeal  in 
France.  The  Republic  devours  her  children  fast  ;  the  people 
demand  impossible  success,  and  when  a  man  has  failed  and 
fallen  from  office,  it  is  not,  as  in  England,  to  win  again  in  more 
favourable  circumstances,  but  he  is  swept  off  the  stage  like  so 
much  rubbish,  '  and  falls,  like  Lucifer,  never  to  rise  again.' 
How  many  Ministries  have  there  been  since  1870  ?  There 
have  been  ten  different  French  Ambassadors  in  London  during 
that  time. 

We  found  many  American  travellers  in  the  hotels. 
Vulgarity  is  very  amusing  when  it  is  French  or  German,  it 
is  part  of  the  day's  experience  ;  but  when  it  speaks  English 
one  feels  a  sort  of  unpleasant  responsibility  for  it.  Blood 
is  thicker  than  water,  and  the  vulgarity  of  one's  own 
family,  even  far-away  members  of  it,  is  certainly  depressing. 
One  is  not  proud  of  '  calling  cousins '  with  the  usual  tra- 
velling specimens  of  the  United  States.  We  came  in  from 
looking  at  the  fine  old  church  of  St.  Benigne  in  the  twilight, 
when  an  exceedingly  well-dressed  lady  followed  us  from  the 
same  place.  '  What  did  you  see  % '  said  her  friends.  *  There 
were  no  shops,  and  I  felt  so  lonesome  that  I  came  back,'  she 
said,  with  a  twang,  enough  to  electrify  one.  Her  neighbour 
replied  by  a  long  dissertation  on  the  relative  advantages  of 
gathers  and  flounces,  and  it  seemed  strange  to  have  taken  the 
pains  to  come  4,000  miles  to  discuss  problems,  important  no 
doubt,  but  which  might  quite  as  well  have  been  followed  up  at 
home.    In  the  livres  des  voyageurs  were  '  observations '  for  the 

enlightenment  of  mankind,  such  as  '  Mr.  and  Mrs.    from 

Massachusetts.  Pears  here  very  good,  the  best  we  have  had 
since  reaching  Europe  ; '  which  combined  the  advantage  of  a 
hit  at  the  poor  Old  World  and  a  trumpet  blast  in  honour  of 
the  New,  even  if  it  were  only  in  the  matter  of  pears.  Why  do 
such  people  take  the  trouble  to  come  ?  They  must  be  rich,  or 
they  could  not  afford  the  expense.    In  the  old  society  such  an 
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amount  of  wealth  implied  a  certain  amount  of  culture,  and  to 
travel  so  far  a  certain  sprinkling  of  knowledge  and  interest  in 
Art ;  but  these  have  neither,  and  it  was  evidently  very  dull 
work  to  them  ^  and  to  many  others  we  met.  Indeed,  the  head 
of  this  very  party,  an  old  man,  after  his  womankind  left  him 
and  he  was  free  to  behave  as  he  liked,  nearly  put  out  his  jaw 
with  his  fearful  yawns,  accompanied  by  an  inarticulate  howl  of 
ennui,  louder  and  more  hideous  than  I  ever  heard. 

We  went  to  look  at  the  old  inn  of  La  Cloche,  under  whose 

narrow  archway  H  once  safely  steered  the  diligence  more 

than  fifty  years  ago.    The  postilion  had  fallen  off  his  horse, 

dead  drunk,  several  miles  from  the  town  ;  H  jumped  into 

the  jack  boots  which  were,  as  usual,  strapped  to  the  stirrup 
leathers,  and  succeeded  in  bringing  the  five  horses  into  the 
courtyard  of  the  hotel  without  damage  to  his  very  unwieldy 
equipage  (though  the  glory  ought  no  doubt  to  be  shared  by  the 
horses). 

The  vineyards  do  not  extend  far  beyond  Dijon.  The  grape 
cultivation  is  everywhere  extremely  local,  and  ends  suddenly 
where  the  limestone  hills  and  sunny  aspect  come  to  an  end. 
In  spite  of  the  associations  connected  with  the  word,  it  is  a 
frightful  crop;  the  dwarf  plants,  pruned  to  an  unsightly  stock 
and  trained  to  short  stakes  which  bristle  over  the  hills,  can 
never  be  otherwise  than  ugly,  while  the  subdivisions  are  even 
greater  than  with  other  kinds  of  produce,  and  give  an  uncom- 
fortable jerky  look.  Then  the  long  flat  plain  began  again  for 
another  fifty  or  sixty  miles,  when  at  last  a  more  southern  look 
came  over  the  land  which  could  hardly  be  put  into  words  ;  the 
roofs  became  warmer  in  tint  and  flatter  in  pitch,  there  were 
walnut  groves  in  the  fields,  a  general  new  atmosphere  of  beauty, 
as  the  rising  hills  in  the  horizon  grew  nearer  every  step,  and 
there  seemed  a  feeling  of  mountains  in  the  air.  '  Mais  les  bles 
ont  tres  mal  reussi,  nous  avons  ete  grilles  pendant  deux  mois, 
et  a  present  nous  sommes  noyes;  il  y  a  beaucoup  de  misere,' 
we  heard.  '  It  is  only  because  the  French  have  such  small 
families,  and  the  population  is  absolutely  stationary,  that  the 
peasant  proprietors  can  live,'  said  a  very  intelligent  Swiss  who 
knew  the  country  round  Lyons  well.  At  Amberieu  the  rail- 
way enters  a  narrow  valley  with  lofty  walls  of  rock  closing  in, 
with  'Tors'  like  those  at  Matlock,  a  rapid  stream  at  the 

1  In  the  novels  of  Mr.  James,  no  harsh  judge  of  his  countrywomen,  several 
of  his  heroines  go  through  all  the  galleries  and  palaces  in  Europe,  and  return 
home  having  seen  nothing  and  without  troubling  themselves  to  be  ashamed  of 
the  fact. 
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bottom  and  picturesque  villages  hanging  over  it  with  projecting 
wooden  balconies.  Vineyards  were  creeping  up  the  stony 
slopes.  The  vines  will  grow  where  nothing  else  can  cling ; 
pinned  to  the  rock  with  scarcely  any  soil,  they  seem  to  bask  in 
the  sun's  rays  scorching  through  them  till  the  grapes  are  baked 
into  ripeness,  where  other  things  would  be  shrivelled  by  the 
heat.  *  They  will  flourish  where  even  weeds  die,'  is  a  sort  of 
proverb,  and  the  hard  gravel  where  some  of  the  best  Medoc 
cms  are  produced  is  notorious. 

Then  vegetation  died  away,  and  the  grey  steep  cliffs  were 
as  naked  as  their  rugged  Scotch  and  Welsh  compeers.  As  night 
came  on  we  could  see  the  warm  light  dying  away  on  the  upper 
summits  of  the  crags  above,  the  valley  of  the  Jura  grew  wilder 
and  wilder,  and  the  moon  began  to  shine  on  a  misty  world. 
Then  came  a  flood  of  moonlight  on  the  little  lake  of  Bourget 
among  its  narrowing  mountains,  and  we  reached  Aix-les-Bains. 

We  had  pouring  rain  for  nearly  a  week.  The  town  is 
huddled  up  on  a  precipitous  slope  round  the  hot  sulphur  waters 
which  are  its  raison  d^etre.  The  small  close  streets  climb  the 
steep  hill,  with  tall  houses  shutting  out  light  and  air.  There 
is  rarely  any  wind,  and  always  an  abundance  of  smells.  But 
some  of  the  prettiest  scenery  in  Europe  is  to  be  found  within  a 
walk.  The  vines  were  no  longer  pruned  close  and  mangled, 
but  trailing  from  tree  to  tree,  their  lovely  festoons  hung  now 
with  purple  grapes,  above  plots  of  bright  green  large-leaved 
maize,  loads  of  which  were  dragged  about  by  picturesque 
mouse-coloured  oxen,  while  this  poetic  foreground  was  backed 
by  steep  mountain  sides — the  Dent  du  Chat,  5,000  feet  high, 
just  opposite — and  the  beautiful  little  lake  below. 

Still  the  rain  poured  on,  the  town  was  full  to  the  roof-trees, 
and  the  only  rooms  we  could  get  were  in  what  was  called  a 
chalet^  in  the  garden  of  one  of  the  great  hotels.  Night  and 
day  the  rain  pattered  round  us,  on  mimosas,  bignonias,  oleanders, 
althaeas  of  many  colours,  and  all  sorts  of  lovely  plants,  without 
stirring  a  leaf;  it  was  like  living  in  a  steaming  greenhouse. 
Each  day,  after  having  been  parboiled  at  the  baths,  we  crept 
up  through  the  dripping  trees  to  the  various  tables  dlwte  under 
umbrellas,  and  came  back  under  the  same.  And  on  these 
rainy  evenings  the  150  guests  of  our  hotel,  who  would  other- 
wise have  gone  to  the  concerts  and  cercles,  crowded  solemnly 
(as  far  as  consisted  with  the  law  that  two  bodies  cannot  occupy 
the  same  space)  into  a  couple  of  small  salons.  Some  sat  on 
the  ground,  some  balanced  themselves  on  the  edge  of  the  furni- 
ture, while  the  men  stood  smoking  in  the  passages  and  halls ; 
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the  infinite  boredom  of  tlie  whole  was  indescribable.  The  only 
amusement  was  to  watch  the  specimens  of  real  watering-place 
growth,  women  who  devised  a  fresh  toilette  each  day,  picking 
the  astonishing  flowers  out  of  one  astonishing  hat  and  sticking 
them  into  another,  varying  the  decorations  with  superhuman 
ingenuity.  One  day,  however,  there  came  some  real  bouquets, 
eclipsed  and  dulled  by  their  magenta  rivals.  '  I  really  would 
not  wear  natural  flowers,  they  look  so  dowdy  !  '  said  my 
companion,  in  irreverent  laughter  at  efiects  planned  with  such 
pains  and  success.  The  occupants  of  the  hats  flirted  and 
gambolled  (and  gambled  also);  they  laughed,  they  ogled,  they 
talked,  in  perfect  harmony  with  their  attire,  and  were  quite 
worth  seeing  as  curious  natural  phenomena.^ 

We  changed  our  quarters  five  times  in  vain  attempts  to 
better  ourselves  in  a  sanitary  point  of  view,  and  could  now 
graduate  in  a  profound  knowledge  of  smells.  There  is  the 
open-air,  honest  farmyard  smell;  the  stable  smell,  more 
suspicious  and  closed  up;  the  faint  and  sickly  smell,  suggestive 
of  low  fever;  the  insidious  underhand  smell,  which  only  comes 
out  when  windows  and  doors  are  closed  against  rain  or  cold ; 
the  boisterous,  tyrannical  smell,  which  keeps  no  terms,  and  is 
always  present  and  asserting  itself  ;  the  gas  smell ;  the  burnt - 
fat  smell,  where  the  ghosts  of  five  daily  tables  dliote  rise  in 
evidence  against  the  eaters ;  and  there  is,  finally,  the  combined 
result  of  all  these  together,  in  which  Aix  may  be  said  to  revel. 

The  arrangements  for  the  baths  are  very  good,  where 
douches^  from  the  hot  river  which  wells  out  of  the  earth,  and 
cold  ones,  alternately,  are  fired  at  the  unhappy  patient,  and  the 
shampooing  and  rulbbing  and  steaming  are  carried  on  by 
haigneuses  in  exceedingly  scanty  clothing,  by  reason  of  the 
excessive  heat.  One  could  not  help  remembering  Lady  M. 
Wortley  Montagu's  evidence  in  the  Turkish  baths,  borne  out 
by  all  the  dwellers  among  African  and  Indian  unclothed  races, 
that  when  the  whole  body  is  seen,  the  enormous  preponderating 
interest  of  the  face  diminishes.  The  general  effect  of  good 
proportion  in  the  whole  form  counterbalances  the  want  of 
beauty  in  the  head,  which  becomes  merely  an  item  of  many 
parts,  and  this,  even  when  fair,  does  not  compensate  for  an 
ill-constructed  body  accompanying  it.     My  two  haigneuses^ 

1  One  of  the  b3'e-laws  of  tlie  Casino  gives  a  pleasant  little  peep  into  French 
family  life.  It  is  so  much  the  fashion  for  daughters-in-law  to  accompany  their 
sick  mothers-in-law,  that  a  special  privilege  is  allotted  to  them.  They  (as  well 
as  the  daughters)  are  allowed,  in  reward  of  their  virtue,  to  go  to  all  balls  and 
concerts  at  half-price  !    I  was  fortunate  enough  to  be  in  the  fashion. 
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stalwart,  strong  'daughters  of  the  plough/  easy  in  their 
violent  action,  had  limbs  which  were  well  worth  drawing, — 
one  oldish  woman  with  grandchildren,  one  young  with  babies. 
They  are  up  and  hard  at  work  by  three  in  the  morning  during 
the  season,  when  they  begin  with  the  hospital  patients,  and  go 
on  until  twelve,  and  again  in  the  afternoon  for  two  hours, 
always  wet  from  head  to  foot,  and  in  incessant  motion  ;  but 
they  do  not  suffer,  and  are  only  sorry  when  the  dead  time 
comes  round.  '  I  am  never  ill  but  in  winter,  when  there  is 
nothing  doing  !  \  said  one  of  them  laughing  ;  but,  then,  they 
are  well  paid  and  have  plenty  to  eat  in  the  season. 

In  general,  the  sickly  worn  look  of  the  women,  and  even  of 
the  men  in  the  fields,  was  very  striking  ;  they  are  underfed 
and  overworked,  said  our  doctor  friend.  They  are  frugal 
almost  to  a  fault,  eat  little  but  rye  bread,  which  often  brings 
on  illnesses  peculiar  to  itself, — 'des  etourdissements,  des 
fievres,'  when  touched,  as  it  constantly  is,  by  ergot.  They  do 
not  drink  their  own  wine,  and  only  the  buttermilk  from  their 
own  cows.  He  said  that  the  morcellement  of  land  is  so  great, 
and  the  mortgages  on  it  so  heavy,  that  the  peasants  cannot 
live  on  the  produce  of  the  plots  ;  in  a  bad  year  they  are  re- 
duced to  starvation,  there  is  much  begging  and  a  good  deal  of 
private  charity.  *  My  mother  generally  has  to  keep  alive  four 
or  five  families  in  the  winter,  and  often  asks  me  for  a  sack  of 
corn.'  *  They  lead  hard  lives  in  the  villages,'  said  everyone, 
especially  far  off"  in  the  country  away  from  Aix. 

The  weakly  look  of  the  children  is  sad  to  see  ;  the  doctor 
said  the  mothers  were  forced  to  go  out  to  work  and  could 
not  take  proper  care  of  them  ;  and  that  all  sorts  of  want  of 
health  proceeded  from  the  want  of  care  ;  the  number  of  acci- 
dents, burns,  &c.,  was  dismal. 

The  weather  cleared  and  we  took  one  beautiful  drive  after 
another  ;  one  day  we  went  over  a  hog's-back,  with  the  vines 
trailing  from  tree  to  tree  (generally  the  supports  were  of  live 
maples),  no  fences  anywhere,  up  a  steep  ascent  wath  views  of 
the  valley  below,  and  great  walnut  groves  among  the  houses 
on  the  hill.  On  the  summit  level,  where  the  ground  plunged 
suddenly  down  to  the  lake  on  the  other  side,  and  was  clothed 
with  very  fine  old  chestnuts,  stood  a  farmhouse,  a  solid  stone 
l-'uilcling,  rather  large,  a  little  distance  from  the  road.  AVe 
turned  up  the  muddy  path  to  it,  past  a  stable  which  formed 
the  first  half,  where  an  old  w^oman,  filthy,  ragged,  and  bare- 
legged was  washing  amongst  the  dirt  heaps.  We  picked  our 
way  through  puddles  of  manure  to  an  open  door  where  the 
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mistress  was  churning.  She  was  very  gracious  in  reply  to  all 
our  questions.  The  room  was  large  and  very  high,  quite  up 
into  the  rafters  of  the  roof ;  the  floor  was  of  earth,  like  the 
ground  outside,  without  any  attempt  at  levelling  it  ;  washing 
was  quite  out  of  the  question,  and  even  to  sweep  it  was  almost 
impossible,  as  there  was  a  step  down  into  the  house.  The  beds 
were  in  a  sort  of  inner  recess,  hardly  to  be  called  a  room  ;  a 
few  large  broken  chests,  a  wretched  table,  and  some  broken- 
down  chairs,  comprised  the  whole  of  the  furniture,  while 
chickens  were  running  in  and  out  chirping.  The  woman, 
barefoot,  in  a  dirty  torn  cotton  petticoat  and  jacket,  a  tousled 
head  of  hair  that  was  evidently  never  touched  by  comb  or 
brush,  had  five  children  as  squalid  as  herself  and  a  sixth  just 
arriving.  It  was  a  scene  of  misery  and  discomfort,  such  as 
one  never  could  find  in  England  except  in  absolute  destitution. 
Yet  she  and  her  husband  hired  the  large  vineyard  in  front  of 
the  house,  a  field  for  hay,  another  for  maize,  &c.,  ten  journaux 
(about  eight  acres)  from  the  grosse  maitresse  who  lived  next 
door,  in  a  house  as  wretched  as  their  own.  She  was  out  that 
afternoon,  so  we  could  not  see  her.  They  had  three  cows  and 
two  oxen  *  to  work  the  ground.'  The  rent  consisted  in  half 
the  produce  ]  and  she  thought  this  the  best  plan  for  them  in 
such  chancey  years  as  these  last  had  been.  The  ground  was 
very  good  ;  they  had  tried  luck  elsewhere,  and  had  just  re- 
turned to  their  old  home.  Did  they  drink  the  milk  ?  *  Oh, 
no,  except  the  children  sometimes,'  she  said  as  if  it  were  a 
crime  ;  she  made  butter  and  sent  it  to  Aix,  three  miles  off. 
They  drank  a  little  buttermilk.  *  Oh,-  no,  we  never  eat  meat, 
certainly  not ! '  Or  wine  ?  *  No,  they  sold  it.  The  children 
ate  the  grapes  sometimes,  but  they  were  not  yet  ripe.'  The 
old  woman  was  her  mother,  who  had  come  up  to  help  her  to 
wash.  *  They  were  hard  times,'  she  said  ;  and  sickly,  worn, 
haggard,  ugly,  and  unkempt  as  she  was,  with  her  house  as 
wretched  as  herself,  she  would  have  been  supposed  to  be  in  the 
lowest  dregs  of  poverty  in  England. 

We  drove  on  through  the  chestnut  trees  to  where  the 
valley  opened  at  the  head  of  the  lake.  The  view  was  exqui- 
site ;  a  great  mass  of  lilac  mountains  with  jagged  edges  and 
points  rose  against  the  sky,  marked  out  by  delicate  shadows 
and  pale  golden  lights,  a  pass  on  one  side  leading  to  the  Grande 
Chartreuse,  and  an  opening  on  the  other  to  Chambery,  over 
which  the  snow  tops  of  the  Alpes  Maritimes  could  just  be 
seen,  beyond  the  usual  foreground  of  vines  and  maize.  The 
reflections  of  the  mountains  in  the  lake  were  almost  too 
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perfect  for  art  (like  a  reverse  of  the  original  turned  upside 
down),  as  we  passed  close  to  its  shore  along  what  had  once 
been  the  railway.  An  improved  line  was  made  by  the  French 
after  the  annexation,  and  was  presented  as  a  bonne  houclte  to 
Aix  to  reconcile  their  subjects  to  the  new  yoke.  Pools  with 
white  water-lilies  lay  on  one  side,  and  ragged  children,  after 
wading  up  to  their  middles  to  gather  them,  were  running  after 
us  to  offer  them  for  a  sou. 

The  extreme  variety  of  the  scenery  was  striking.  We 
drove  north  another  day,  by  a  glorious  bit  of  country ;  where 
the  highway  of  the  olden  time  wound  up  and  down  through 
little  villages  surrounded  by  vineyards — with  tall  walnuts 
overshadowing,  and  branching  old  chestnuts  standing  in  the 
fields  :  the  patches  of  haricots,  maize,  hemp,  of  bright  green 
grass  to  be  cut  for  the  stall-fed  cows,  lay  in  little  plots,  like 
allotments  in  size,  and  some  mulberries,  but  the  disease  in  the 
silkworm  has  ruined  the  *  industry '  of  silk.  The  great  bunches 
of  purple  grapes,  the  figs,  the  standard  peach-trees  (which,  by- 
the-bye,  are  very  ragged  ugly  bushes),  altogether  made  a  most 
idyllic  picture,  and  nothing  could  be  more  exquisite  than  the 
background  on  both  sides,  with  vineyards  terraced  wherever 
there  was  holding  room,  and  peeps  at  the  little  still  lake,  with 
a  lilac  haze  over  it,  and  the  grim  points  of  the  various  Dents 
over  all.  So  much  for  the  outward,  not  so  for  the  human 
part  ;  the  smells,  as  we  drove  between  the  picturesque  houses, 
with  their  overhanging  roofs  and  balconies  and  outward  stairs, 
the  stone  archways  into  filthy  courts,  were  almost  overpower- 
ing ;  the  children,  barefoot,  pale  and  sickly,  were  wallowing  in 
the  dirt ;  the  women,  stunted  and  ugly,  were  dragging  little 
carts,  cutting  grass,  labouring  in  the  fields.  Some  were  strip- 
ping the  leaves  from  ash  boughs  for  the  cattle  to  eat ;  one, 
with  a  great  load  of  grass  on  her  head,  was  toiling  up  a  steep 
path,  her  husband  following  after,  carrying  nothing  ;  they  had 
been  cutting  weeds  in  an  ill-kept  vineyard,  and  he  had  loaded 
this  his  beast  of  burden  with  the  results,  which  would  be  used 
to  feed  the  cows.  A  little  further  on,  the  perpendicular  cliff's, 
dipping  into  the  lake,  seemed  to  bar  all  further  progress.  The 
deep  green  water,  in  which  the  reflections  of  the  upper  world 
were  shining  and  which  were  almost  more  beautiful  than  the 
originals,  here,  however,  drew  back  a  little,  and  we  crept 
round  the  headland,  on  which  grew  great  bunches  of  Rhus 
Cotinus,  which  T  had  never  before  seen  wild.  We  reached  a 
village  beyond,  where  the  wine  was  said  to  be  the  best  in  the 
country,  and  the  fruit  the  finest;  the  peaches  and  figs,  indeed, 
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furnish  Aix,  where  they  will  hardly  ripen ;  while  all  was 
divided  into  small  plots.  Here,  evidently,  we  had  reached 
Arcadia — the  fruitful  soil,  the  delicious  climate,  the  good 
market  for  the  prodiice  close  at  hand,  the  excessive  beauty, 
peace,  and  apparent  plenty,  and  peasant  proprietorship  in 
perfection.  We  walked  about  while  the  horse  was  baiting, 
the  stone  houses  of  the  little  hamlet  were  set  at  every  imagin- 
able angle,  creeping  up  the  steep  side  of  the  mountain  from  the 
lake  ;  picturesque  was  no  adequate  word  for  the  large  grey 
buildings  with  their  many  outward  stairs,  the  trailing  vines 
covered  with  grapes  hanging  over  their  doors,  the  great  eaves, 
and  the  bright  lights  and  flickering  shadows  cast  by  the  broad 
leaves  of  the  tall  walnuts,  while  a  pair  of  mouse-coloured 
oxen  were  dragging  the  broad  green  maize  leaves  from  a  plot 
above.  The  inhabitants  were  generally  in  the  fields  ;  but  at 
last  we  found  some  open  doors.  The  first  house  we  entered 
was  turned  away  from  the  sun  and  the  view  into  the  narrowest 
of  lanes,  opposite  a  barn  ;  the  room  would  have  been  quite 
dark,  for  the  tiny  window  was  so  blocked  and  dirty  that  it 
gave  no  light,  but  that  two  sticks  were  flaming  in  the  large 
open  fireplace  ;  the  uneven  mud  floor  was  the  same  as  we  saw 
everywhere,  a  broken  press,  some  dirty  sacks,  two  chairs, 
nothing  else  was  in  the  place.  The  owner  was  a  widow  with 
two  grandsons,  she  had  a  cow  and  a  heifer  on  the  mountain,  a 
piece  of  vineyard  and  of  maize,  and  a  bit  of  land,  '  ou  il  y  a  un 
peu  de  tout,'  hemp,  beans,  hay  for  forage,  &c.  Hideous, 
dirtier  even  than  her  floor,  with  the  usual  blue  cotton  torn 
jacket  and  petticoat  and  bare  feet  and  legs,  she  was  a  most 
repulsive -looking  creature,  and  begged  for  a  sou. 

We  wanted  to  see  a  winepress,  and  were  directed  to  the 
next  house,  where  steep  stone  steps  led  up  to  three  living 
rooms,  all  upstairs  above  the  stable  and  outhouse.  The  '  house  - 
place '  looked  like  the  extremely  untidy  loft  of  an  ill-kept 
barn,  with  bits  of  rotten  wood,  odds  and  ends  of  rope,  and 
heaps  of  straw  lying  about.  A  few  maize  cobs  hung  round 
the  great  open  fire-place,  with  no  signs  of  fire  in  it  past  or 
present.  Another  room  within  was  as  utterly  unlike  an 
inhabited  dwelling — a  confusion  of  dirt  and  disorder,  with  a 
few  common  tools  for  tillage  lying  about,  and  some  great 
round  flat  rye-loaves,  black,  sour,  sodden,  about  two  feet  in 
diameter,  resting  against  the  wall  among  the  dirty  rubbish. 
The  barefoot  mistress  baked  every  fortnight,  and  put  a  little 
wheat  into  the  loaf,  '  pas  beaucoup.'  She  ofiered  us  some  of  a 
basket  of  beautiful  figs  which  she  had  just  picked  to  send  in  to 
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Aix.  The  rooms  were  nearly  dark,  but  she  opened  the  door 
into  an  inner  bedroom,  with  a  window  to  the  lake,  where  the 
glorious  nature  shone  in  like  an  extraordinary  surprise  on  the 
squalor.  Chickens  just  hatched  ran  in  between  the  btds,  a 
sort  of  cage  hung  from  the  ceiling,  where  she  put  the  cheeses, 
*  else  the  rats  would  eat  them  all/  The  clothes  of  the  family, 
man,  woman,  and  children,  were  all  hanging  on  a  rope  ;  there 
was  no  kind  of  cupboard,  press,  or  drawers  in  the  house.  She 
took  us  to  see  her  winepress  in  a  dark,  dirty  hole  below,  with 
a  great  cask,  where  the  grapes  were  trodden  by  men's  feet 
before  being  put  under  the  screw  of  the  machine,  which  was 
of  the  rudest  and  most  wasteful  kind  ;  it  was  very  unpleasant 
to  think  of  drinking  the  results  of  such  a  filthy  process.  The 
mistress  was  still  young,  but  withered  and  haggard  with  over- 
work, low-spirited,  sad,  and  hopeless.  She  complained  that 
the  great  heat  of  August  had  dried  up  their  grain.  '  Ah, 
c'est  un  vilain  pays  ici,  laid — tout  montagne.'  *  We  think  it 
all  very  beautiful,'  said  I.  *  Ah,  pour  vous,'  she  sighed.  All 
their  wine  and  butter  and  fruit  was  sold  to  get  enough  bread 
to  live  on.  They  grew  '  un  peu  de  tout,'  as  indeed  everybody 
did  in  those  parts.  Everything  was  done  at  home.  She 
dressed  the  hemp  and  spun  it,  after  which  it  was  sent  to  the 
village  tisserand  to  be  woven  into  coarse  cloth  ;  there  is  no 
division  of  labour  known  here,  all  is  done  at  home. 

Their  two  cows  spent  the  summer  on  the  mountains,  on 
the  communal  ground,  and  it  took  an  hour  for  her  eldest 
daughter  to  go  up  and  milk  them  ;  she  made  butter  but  once 
a  week. 

Her  youngest  child,  a  pretty  little  bright-eyed  thing  of 
eight,  barefooted  like  her  mother,  came  in  from  the  nuns' 
school,  where  the  girls  are  taught  gratis.  The  boys  pay  eight 
francs  a  year,  and  a  '  lay '  school  was  being  established.  I 
was  afraid  we  might  have  asked  too  many  questions,  for  at 
first  she  was  not  communicative,  but  we  parted  great  friends, 
and  she  said  that  she  wished  her  child  were  a  little  older,  when 
she  would  have  asked  me  to  take  her  as  a  servant.  *  Remercie 
la  dame,  Marie  ;  fais  la  reverence,'  and  the  little  one  bowed 
her  head  and  opened  her  great  soft  eyes.  '  Elle  n'a  pas  fait  sa 
premiere  communion,'  and  if  she  dies  now  (there  was  no 
appearance  of  any  danger)  '  they  would  not  bury  her  in  the 
little  chapel  up  there,'  said  the  mother  dreamily  ;  '  petite 
comme  elle  est,  she  must  be  carried  out  there  to  the.  next 
village/  which  seemed  to  pain  her.  The  priest  only  came  to 
the  chapel  occasionally,  and  they  walked  over  to  the  next 
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church  every  Sunday.  The  possession  of  a  ^ressoir  implies  a 
certain  amount  of  dignity  and  profit  ;  the  neighbours  who 
have  not  got  one  send  in  their  grapes  to  be  trodden,  and  in 
payment  leave  behind  the  mass  of  hard  squeezed  skins  and 
stalks,  called  marc,  from  which,  after  it  is  steeped  in  boiling 
water,  an  eau-de-vie  is  distilled. 

I  sat  down  on  a  seat  in  the  little  public  garden  by  a  poor 
man  out  of  the  hospital,  who  had  been  there  for  three  months, 
and  was  no,  better.  He  said  that  he  had  left  a  wife  and  three 
children  in  the  Beaujolais  (a  well-known  wine  district),  where 
he  was  '  vigneron '  to  a  large  proprietor.  He  told  how  the 
treading  of  the  grapes,  by  men's  feet  in  great  vats,  is  too 
dangerous  to  be  risked  by  a  man  alone,  as  the  fumes  of  the 
spirit  exhaled  are  so  strong  that  he  will  often  fall  down 
'  asphixie,'  and  unless  some  one  is  at  hand  to  pull  him  out,  he 
is  suffocated.  Indeed,  he  said  that  there  is  rarely  a  year  in  a 
great  wine  district  without  a  death,  or  at  least  a  narrow 
escape.  '  I  have  trodden  the  winepress  alone'  (Isaiah  Ixiii.)  is 
probably  given  as  a  proof  of  great  isolation. 

The  proprietor  of  a  vineyard  furnishes  the  land  and  the 
manure  ;  the  vigneron  the  labour,  which  is  required  from 
March  to  October,  and  the  supporting  props  :  and  they  divide 
the  produce.  Sometimes  the  proprietor  provides  everything, 
and  still  gets  only  a  half.  For  seven  years  the  produce  has 
been  bad  ;  we  were  told  about  Aix  that  the  vineyards  were 
never  let ;  the  produce  is  so  uncertain,  they  are  cultivated  on 
a  system  of  half  profits,  unless  where  the  owner  manages  his 
own  grapes. 

Another  day  we  went  up  a  mountain  lane,  which  zigzagged 
high  up  among  the  rocks,  and  was  broken  with  torrents  across 
it  which  had  carried  away  the  road ;  there  were  absolutely  no 
trees  that  did  not  bear  fruit,  except  on  the  steep  slopes  where 
the  scrub  grew  short  and  scanty,  being  well  kept  down  by 
cutting  for  firewood,  which  costs  a  good  deal  even  for  the 
scanty  cooking.  We  looked  into  a  cottage  where  two  men, 
each  with  his  jacket  hanging  over  one  shoulder,  and  a  glass  of 
thin  red  wine  at  a  round  table  before  the  great  wide  empty 
chimney,  were  sitting  like  a  Dutch  picture.  A  woman  stood 
by  them  making  a  white  curd  cheese,  several  of  which  were 
hanging  out  of  a  window  in  an  osier  cage.  They  gave  some 
of  the  whey  to  their  one  cow,  '  to  help  her  to  do  the  field 
work  ; '  there  are  more  cows  than  oxen  used  for  draught  in 
the  country.  We  asked  if  there  were  any  large  properties 
here.    '  Yery  large,  indeed,'  said  one  of  the  men,  ^  as  much  as 
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150  or  200  journaiix^  from  that  down  to  two/  The  hiring 
price  of  land  was  from  45  to  50  francs  a  journal  (three-quarters 
of  an  acre)  for  the  best,  the  proprietor  sharing  equally  Avith 
the  hirer  the  produce  of  the  vines  which  grew  en  treille  between 
the  plots  of  vegetables.  *  It  is  a  beautiful  country/  *  Vous 
trouvez  ? '  said  they,  with  a  shrug  ;  '  it  would  be  much  better 
if  we  had  land  behind  us,  instead  of  being  shut  in  with  that 
wall  of  rock/  Mountains  were  unfruitful,  barren,  and  evi- 
dently unpleasant  accidents  of  Nature. 

The  amount  of  work  done  by  the  women  is  enormous, 
without  which  it  would  be  utterly  impossible  to  cultivate 
these  small  scattered  plots,  as  the  owners  cannot  pay  for 
labour.  Here  was  an  old  woman,  dirty  and  worn,  working 
with  a  great  hoe,  her  gold  cross  hanging  from  a  gilt  heart, 
dangling  above  the  dirt,  as  she  bent  her  stiff  old  body  over 
the  work  ;  another  was  guiding  the  plough,  which  two  oxen 
were  dragging,  and  which  only  scratched  the  earth  ;  another 
was  harrowing  with  the  little  three-cornered  harrow  used 
here,  a  baby  laid  by  her  on  a  heap  of  sticks  in  the  open  field. 
Some  wer®  breaking  the  hard  lumps  of  soil  with  a  sort  of  hook. 
In  a  ploughed  field,  far  from  any  cottage  or  village,  was  a 
mother  sitting  in  the  middle  of  her  work,  suckling  her  baby, 
with  three  small  children  hanging  round  her  ;  the  fatigue  and 
anxiety  to  a  woman  of  dragging  such  tiny  feet  to  such  a 
distance,  where  they  had  to  be  kept  and  fed  the  whole  day, 
perhaps  only  a  woman  can  rightly  understand.  At  Chambery 
we  met  four  men  riding  in  a  bullock  car,  their  three  women 
walking  by  the  side.  Even  on  Sunday,  poor  souls,  they  work 
on  after  Mass,  with  an  attempt  at  better  clothes  it  is  true  ; 
but  they  are  too  down-trodden  to  have  courage  enough  or  time 
enough  to  attend  to  their  looks  or  the  looks  of  their  houses. 
Indeed,  the  use  of  beauty  is  certainly  altogether  ignored  in 
French  country  life  here.  A  woman  is  treated  as  a  beast  of 
burden,  and  the  general  civilization  suffers. 

In  the  villages  on  the  hills  the  houses  were  stuck  at  every 
imaginable  angle,  and  if  the  problem  had  been  set,  how  to 
waste  the  most  room  and  give  the  least  accommodation,  it  was 
solved  at  Mouxy.  If  there  were  three  houses  together,  instead 
of  opening  on  the  road,  they  stood  one  behind  the  other,  or 
back  to  back,  anyhow,  down  the  steep  muddy  declivity,  with 
no  sort  of  path,  though  they  had  only  to  fetch  stone  from 
across  the  way  to  make  one.  The  ground  between  was  cut  up 
with  rubbish  heaps  and  the  passing  of  the  oxen,  while  pell- 
mell,  fronts  and  backs,  the  dwelling-house  stood  in  one  place, 
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the  winepress  in  another,  the  cowhouse  in  a  third.  All  but  a 
very  few  lived  in  their  own  houses,  which  were  extremely  old. 
Nothing  like  a  new  one  was  anywhere  to  be  seen,  and  all  were 
on  the  same  level  of  filthy  discomfort.  We  went  into  one  after 
another  and  found  scarcely  the  smallest  difference  between 
them,  the  wretched  little  rooms  always  opening  into  each 
other,  so  that  it  was  impossible  to  reach  the  innermost  without 
passing  through  all ;  back  doors  are  nearly  unknown  ;  clay 
floors,  no  furniture,  no  presses  for  clothes,  the  children  sitting 
on  the  ground  for  lack  even  of  stools.  We  did  not  see  a  single 
book  or  newspaper,  or  ornament  of  any  kind,  in  the  thirty-five 
or  forty  houses  we  visited.  The  struggle  for  life  is  so  severe, 
the  wolf  of  starvation  is  so  close  to  the  door,  that  the  effort  to 
get  bread  enough  to  eat  seems  to  exhaust  their  energies.  They 
simply  preserve  life  at  the  expense  of  all  that  makes  life  worth 
having. 

We  took  pains  to  go  into  what  looked  like  the  good  as  well 
as  the  bad  houses.  I  generally  begged  to  see  the  winepress, 
saying  that,  '  as  we  had  no  vines  in  England,  it  was  very 
interesting  to  us.'  A  pressoir  is  a  sign  of  wealth  ;  the  request 
was,  therefore,  a  compliment,  and  they  were  almost  always 
pleased  to  be  asked — while  the  lofty  compassion  excited  by 
hearing  of  so  dismal  a  land  was  also  pleasing  to  express. 
'  What  !  no  vines  ?  No  figs  ?  Drink  beer  ?  How  sad  !  Beer 
is  but  poor  stuff,'  said  the  proud  possessor  of  a  plot  of  mountain 
vineyard,  where  he  made  half  a  cask  of  thin  sour  vinegar. 
Once  I  was  moved  to  say  that  we  kept  our  cows  for  milking, 
and  used  our  horses  for  draught.  '  Well,'  he  said,  '  the  cows 
give  less  milk  certainly,  but  they  mitst  work  here,  because  we 
can't  generally  afford  oxen,  and,  as  for  machines,  what  use 
would  there  be  for  them  on  our  little  plots  ? ' 

One  exceptionally  beautiful  dwelling  lay  high  up  on  the 
mountain,  with  a  grand  view  to  the  south  towards  Chambery, 
and  to  the  north  towards  the  end  of  the  lake.  It  stood  in  a 
natural  park,  with  great  chestnuts  and  walnuts  growing  out  of 
the  green  sward  on  a  steep  declivity  plunging  down  the  hill, 
and  a  vineyard  behind.  There  were  no  fences,  and  all  the 
ground  round  might  have  belonged  to  it.  The  house  was  a 
large  stone  one,  with  very  picturesque  balconies  and  over- 
hanging eaves  ;  the  mistress  was  Wcisliiiig  her  gown  at  a 
trough  (on  Sunday),  and  tlie  master,  with  four  little  boys,  was 
sharpening  a  scythe.  We  were  taken  inside,  where  the  rooms 
were  as  dark  and  filthy  and  comfortless  as  always.  We  heard 
afterwards  that  the  father  was  dying  in  an  inner  room,  and  we 
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were  coming  away  when  the  man  said,  *  Si  vous  trouvez  9a  si 
beau,  will  you  buy  it  ? '  We  asked  if  he  were  really  serious  in 
wanting  to  sell.  '  Yes  ;  very  truly  I  am.  And  the  ground 
lies  all  together  !  all  in  one  piece  !  '  and  he  reiterated  this 
surprising  fact  again  and  again  ;  part  of  it  was  his  mother's — 
the  properties  had  married.  '  How  much  land  is  there  ?  I 
inquired.  '  That  you  would  see  when  it  was  measured  for 
buying,'  he  replied,  sententiously.  We  heard  from  the  wife 
afterwards  it  was  about  eighteen  acres.  '  Oh,  is  England  too 
far  off  for  you  to  come  here  ?  is  it  such  a  long  way  '? ' 

When  H  arrived,  I  took  him  to  see  my  proposed 

estate  ;  the  vineyard  occupied  nine  acres,  and  the  wife 
declared  that  they  made  twelve  barrels  of  wine  last  year,  and 
sometimes  as  many  as  twenty-two,  but  I  doubt  this  was  a 
fiction  of  the  seller  to  a  hoped-for  purchaser.  If  it  had  been 
possible  to  live  on  milk  and  grapes,  walnuts  and  chestnuts,  it 
would  have  been  very  tempting  ;  the  walls  were  so  solid  that 
it  might  have  been  made  into  a  comfortable  home,  the  floors 
were  boarded  ;  it  was  by  far  the  best  of  all  the  homesteads  we 
saw  ;  but  though  the  owners  had  cows  and  oxen,  pigs  and 
winepress,  they  were  just  as  squalid  as  their  neighbours,  and 
cared  little  for  their  place.  Indeed, 'it  was  remarkable  how 
the  richer  houses  were  not  a  whit  more  comfortable  or  civilized 
than  the  poorer  ones.  The  ideal  had  sunk  to  the  level  of  the 
most  miserable  everywhere. 

In  a  flour-mill  on  rather  a  large  scale,  where  we  went  to 
look  at  a  press  which  was  crushing  colza  for  lamp  oil  and 
walnuts  for  salad  oil,  the  old  miller,  who  looked  like  a  day 
labourer,  took  us  into  his  house.  In  England  he  would  have 
had  a  smart  parlour,  with  prints  on  the  wall  and  books  on  the 
table — an  attempt,  at  least,  at  art  and  literature.  Here  the 
one  room  was  so  small  that  it  was  hardly  possible  to  sit  down  ; 
a  flour-bin  on  one  side,  the  staircase  on  the  other,  and  the 
cooking- stove  set  in  the  large  unused  chimney-corner  on  the 
third,  and  everything  dirty  and  bare.  These  stoves  are  now 
taking  the  place  of  the  great  wood  fires,  and  are  very  con- 
venient. A  flat  iron  box,  four  inches  deep,  is  set  on  four  legs, 
with  three  or  four  round  openings  in  the  top — a  handful  of 
fuel  is  put  inside,  and  as  soon  as  it  is  alight  the  pots  are  set  in 
the  holes  to  simmer,  while  an  iron  tube  carries  off  the  very 
small  amount  of  smoke.  His  two  daughters  were  making 
some  soup — haricots,  leeks,  sometimes  a  little  maize  or  potatoes, 
no  milk,  a  bit  of  butter,  seldom  any  meat,  they  said — this  was 
the  usual  2^otage  of  the  district,  and  indeed  generally  in  France. 

c  2 
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The  miller  employed  no  workmen ;  they  did  all  in  the 
family,  and  *had  a  good  piece  of  land  of  their  own/  In 
England  the  sons  would  have  resisted  being  made  into  day 
labourers,  and  would  have  gone  off  into  other  trades  ;  but  here 
the  only  object  seems  to  be  to  avoid  hiring,  and  to  keep  the 
piece  of  ground  together.  The  idea  of  *  bettering '  themselves, 
of  rising  in  the  world — which  is  the  great  object  of  the  Anglo- 
Saxon  race  for  themselves,  or  at  least  for  their  children — is 
entirely  absent  here.  There  is  no  ambition  but  that  of  putting- 
money  by  in  the  funds,  or  hiding  it  in  an  old  stocking,  after 
the  barest  necessaries  of  life  have  been  provided  ;  and  no 
capital  is  invested  in  cultivating  the  land.  We  found  another 
'  rich '  mountain  home  on  the  other  side  of  the  valley.  We  had 
followed  an  old  man,  who  was  carrying  on  his  head  a  heavy 
load  of  green  maize  for  his  cows,  to  a  large  farmstead,  up 
among  the  big  walnuts,  which  he  owned,  and  where  he  lived 
quite  alone,  in  the  usual  filth  and  destitution  ;  but  he  had  a 
tall  clock,  which  he  showed  us  with  pride.  It  did  not  go,  but 
it  was  a  wonder  of  luxury  worthy  of  admiration ;  we  saw  no 
other,  indeed,  in  the  district.  'Now,  let  me  show  you  la 
maison  la  2'>lus  elegante  du  voisinage,^  said  he.  '  Jacques  is  a 
great  proprietor  ;  he  has  40,000  francs  in  land  only — about 
twenty  journaux  (18  acres),  and  they  are  worth  2000  francs 
each  about  here,  and  he  has  four  oxen  and  two  cows  !  ^  Neither 
the  great  man  nor  his  wife  was  at  home,  but  our  friend  went 
up  the  outside  stair  and  pushed  open  the  door.  There  was  a 
kitchen  and  sitting-room,  both  large,  the  last  absolutely  bare, 
except  for  three  chairs  and  a  wretched  table.  The  three 
bedrooms  could  only  be  reached  through  the  other  rooms,  and 
were  certainly  not  bare,  for  all  the  wardrobes  of  all  the  family 
— men,  women,  and  children — clean  and  unclean,  linen  and 
woollen,  were  all  hanging  on  long  ropes.  There  was  not  a 
single  press  in  the  house  ;  some  oats  were  lying  on  one  of  the 
floors,  and  some  gourds  under  the  beds.  Long  plaited  hanks 
of  hemp  hung  on  the  walls.  Except  that  there  was  more  space 
in  which  to  be  dirty  and  uncomfortable,  there  was  no  difference 
between  the  most  *  elegant '  house  in  the  neighbourhood  and 
the  rest. 

A  little  further  on,  a  man  and  his  wife  were  digging  very 
small  and  bad  potatoes  in  a  field  ;  he  had  a  bit  of  vineyard 

*  up  there,'  he  said,  '  in  all  about  three  acres  ;  many  had  only 
two,  or  even  less,'  equal  to  a  good  English  allotment;  '  and 
there  are  more  who  have  the  little  than  the  large  ones,  allez  / ' 

*  But  a  family  cannot  live  on  that  ? '    *  Oh,  no,  they  go  out  for- 
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hire,  down  into  Aix  in  the  season.  It  is  a  hard  life  ! '  *  And 
what  do  they  do  in  the  winter  ? '  *  TJiey  suffer^'  said  he, 
emphatically.  *  C'est  un  pays  de  dur  travail,  allez  !  Dans  la 
plaine  on  va  droit  devant  soi  ;  mais  ici  ! '  Again,  the  rocks 
were  only  considered  as  impediments  and  mistakes.  There  is 
hardly  any  regular  labour  to  be  had  in  the  country,  because 
each  man  is  busy  working  his  own  plot,  and  will  only  come  at 
his  own  time. 

At  the  table  d'hote  I  sat  by  an  intelligent  middle-class 
Frenchman  who  knew  the  country  well.  He  gave  very  much 
such  an  account  of  their  agricultural  difficulties  as  we  should 
do  in  England.  The  wheat,  cheese,  and  pork  are  undersold  by 
American  produce  ;  the  '  deplacements  d'industrie  et  de  com- 
merce,' occasioned  by  arrivals  from  the  New  World,  unhinge 
everything.  I  told  how  we  had  heard  from  a  German  grand 
seigneur  that  his  fine  Saxony  wools  were  ruined  by  the  produce 
of  Australian  sheep,  which  was  not  nearly  so  good,  but  was 
sought  for  by  the  manufacturers  of  cheap  wares,  and  of  the 
distress  thus  caused  in  Germany.  My  neighbour  said  that  the 
dislocation  of  trade  was,  he  believed,  universal ;  probably  as 
population  increased  in  America,  and  the  cost  of  production 
with  it,  an  equilibrium  would  be  found,  but  there  will  be  much 
distress  in  Europe  first.  There  are  other  very  serious  dangers 
in  France.  The  phylloxera  is  very  bad  and  widespread,  and  no 
cure  has  yet  been  found  against  this  almost  microscopic 
insect,  except  to  plant  the  American  vine,  whose  bark  is 
tougher  and  cannot  be  gnawn  away;  but  two  or  three  years 
must  go  by  before  the  plants  will  bear,  and  how  can  the  small 
cultivator  wait  so  long  ?  Then,  the  silk  industry  has  quite 
died  out  with  the  disease  in  the  worms,  and  Lyons  is  using 
Chinese  and  Japanese  silk  as  cheaper.  Also,  in  the  south, 
whole  districts  had  depended  on  the  cultivation  of  the  madder, 
used  among  other  things  as  a  dye  for  the  red  trousers  of  the 
French  soldier.  Now  gas-tar  dyes  had  taken  its  place,  and 
the  farmers  who  grew  madder  were  ruined.  France  is  so  large, 
and  her  productions  so  various,  that  no  one  hears  much, 
Vetr anger ^  of  all  this,  but  the  distress  was  very  real.  The 
education  given  in  the  schools  was  very  bad  :  reading  and 
writing  alone  are  not  education,  and  the  books  the  people  read 
(when  they  read  at  all,  which  is  not  the  case  with  the  peasants) 
are  bad  and  the  papers  worse  ;  the  feuilletons  of  the  cheap 
press  are  simply  disgraceful.  We  heard  this  from  many  others, 
and  the  names  of  the  books  we  saw  at  the  station  bore  it  out : — 
*  Fils  adulterin,'  •  Gasconnades  de  l^Amour,'  *  Seduction,'  *  Les 
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Lovelaces/  '  Le  Batard/  '  La  haute  Canaille,'  ^  Amours  fragiles,  ' 
*  Les  Maris  de  Madame/  '  Le  Mari  a  deux  Femmes/  '  Memoires 
d'un  Baiser/  '  L'Assommoir/  '  Le  Mariage  du  Suicide/  are  not 
likely  to  be  improving  reading  for  any  one.  And  the  list  was 
nearly  the  same  at  the  Amiens  bookstall  in  the  north  as  it  had 
been  at  Aix  in  the  far  south.  Advertisements  of  '  La  Chute 
d'un  Pretre/  roman  feiiilleton^  covered  the  walls  of  Paris. 

Li  the  curious  old  Town  Hall  there  is  a  very  good  collection 
of  remains  of  the  prehistoric  lake  villages,  built  on  piles  in  the 
Lac  de  Bourget ;  which  have  been  dredged  up  when  the  water 
is  low.  The  food,  the  weapons,  the  ornaments  of  the  ancient 
race,  and  their  manner  of  life,  can  be  to  a  great  extent  traced 
out.  Different  kinds  of  grain,  very  small  and  poor,  wild  fruits, 
crabs  and  plums;  the  bones  of  wolves,  hares,  dogs,  wild  boars, 
stags,  and  even  of  small  horses ;  stone  whorls,  used  for  spinning, 
like  those  so  abundantly  found  by  Schliemann  at  Troy 
flint  weapons  and  stone  celts  with  their  wooden  handles, 
bracelets  and  necklaces  of  beads  and  stones  once  strung  on  a 
thread,  long  pins  with  ornamental  heads,  from  the  hair  of  some 
half -naked  lake  belle,  and  much  like  the  filagree  halos  worn  by 
Italian  peasants,  have  been  discovered.  Even  bits  of  coarsely 
woven  linen  and  of  grass  matting,  somewhat  like  the  African, 
have  been  preserved  in  the  useful  mud.  Most  of  the  things 
seem  to  have  dropped  tranquilly  to  the  bottom  of  the  lake,  but 
occasionally  there  must  have  been  a  catastrophe,  and  the  little 
city  of  refuge  was  perhaps  taken — at  all  events,  it  was  burnt, 
for  all  the  objects  found  are  charred,  and  even  the  piles  on 
which  the  wigwams  were  built — which  were  probably  round, 
like  the  Malay  huts— show  signs  of  fire. 

I  asked  Sir  O.  Cavanagh,  who  had  been  Governor  of  the 
Straits  Settlements  at  Singapore,  about  the  Malay  villages, 
which  are  built  in  the  same  way  far  out  into  the  water,  for 
safety  from  enemies.  He  said  that  as  these  are  on  creeks  of 
the  sea,  where  the  tide  rises  ten  or  twelve  feet,  they  are  even 
more  difficult  to  construct  than  on  the  peaceful  French  or  Swiss 
lakes.  The  floors  are  of  split  bamboo,  with  interstices  about 
an  inch  wide,  so  that  the  inmates  can  sweep  out  all  dirt  into 
the  water  without  trouble.  And  if  this  were  the  case  with 
the  prehistoric  lake  men,  as  is  probable,  it  would  account  for 
the  great  number  of  (to  them)  valuable  articles  which  had 
been  lost,  and  are  found  so  opportunely  by  us  as  to  enable  us 
to  reconstruct  once  more  that  far-off  old  barbaric  life.  In  fear 
of  wild  beasts,  in  fear  of  *  enemies,'  in  fear  of  starvation,  it 
must  have  been  a  somewhat  dismal  existence. 
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We  drove  round  the  head  of  the  lake  near  the  place  where 
one  of  the  villages  once  stood.  The  road  runs  through  a  marsh 
which,  after  the  rain,  was  almost  like  the  lake  itself.  A  fisher- 
man stood  up  to  his  knees  in  the  water,  the  hot  sun  shining  on 
his  head,  and  a  man  with  a  gun  was  plunging  heavily  through 
the  mud.  The  reeds  were  mown  for  litter,  for  which  they 
said  it  is  better  than  hay.  On  the  drier  parts  the  cows  were 
standing  for  their  afternoon  outing,  with  their  feet  in  the  water, 
eating  rather  dolefully,  while  their  barefoot  child-keepers  sat 
on  the  edge  of  the  road  and  squalled  for  sous,  holding  up 
bunches  of  ragwort  as  an  excuse  for  begging. 

Bourget  itself,  the  smallest  and  most  remote  of  towns, 
possessed  a  fine  old  Benedictine  monastery,  and  there  is  a 
beautiful  carved  procession,  belonging  to  the  thirteenth  century, 
round  the  apse  of  the  old  church.  The  relief  is  exceedingly 
high,  the  heads  quite  detached  from  the  back;  our  Saviour  on 
an  ass  followed  by  the  Apostles.  Each  face  and  attitude  was 
a  study  of  character,  so  individual,  so  living — speaking,  moving, 
almost  thinking;  but  no  one  cared  for  it,  and  a  great  piece  has 
been  wantonly  cut  away,  ^  to  make  room,'  it  was  said,  but  for 
what  nobody  could  tell. 

In  the  inner  court  of  the  monastery  we  found  an  arcade  of 
the  fourteenth  century,  with  a  still  older  one  below,  both 
extremely  quaint  and  pretty,  but  defaced  and  torn  down  at 
the  devolution.  The  place  had  been  bought  by  an  old  man, 
who  took  us  into  a  nest  he  had  fitted  up  for  himself  in  the  old 
prior's  rooms,  where  he  showed  us  with  pride  the  hoiseries, 
done  by  a  local  carpenter,  of  inlaid  walnut,  cherry,  and  ash  ;  it 
was  the  only  bit  of  new  work  we  saw  anywhere.  The  views 
out  of  the  windows,  looking  to  the  Alps  across  a  little  garden 
full  of  fig-trees  covered  with  fruit,  were  lovely.  Below  was  a 
great  refectory  with  an  open  fireplace,  twenty-seven  feet  wide, 
crowned  with  a  scutcheon,  the  stone  mouldings  so  simple  yet  fine 
that  they  were  a  pleasure  to  trace :  then  to  a  tithe  building 
where  the  dues,  all  paid  in  kind,  were  stored  by  the  monks — 
into  a  sort  of  opera-box,  high  up  in  the  church,  where  the 
prior  *  assisted '  at  the  service  without  troubling  himself  to  go 
there ;  the  steep  twisted  stone  staircases  round  a  pillar  were  so 
dangerous  that  the  monks  can  never  have  contemplated  growing 
old.  At  the  other  end,  the  proprietor  has  fitted  up  a  lodging 
for  visitors  out  of  the  cells,  seven  piece^?  looking  on  a  terrace 
into  the  street,  where  the  mountains  peered  down  above  the 
houses  with  their  overhanging  eaves,  from  which  hung  osier 
baskets  full  of  cheese  and  strings  of  yellow  Indian  corn  cobs. 
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All  the  women  and  children  in  the  place  seemed  to  be  sitting 
in  the  dirty  road,  two  old  hags  were  busy  turning  spinning- 
wheels  with  one  hand,  holding  a  long  distaff  in  the  other  ;  an 
old  man  was  making  a  net.  The  outside  staircases,  the  wooden 
balconies — all  was  most  picturesque,  but  so  utterly  squalid  and 
full  of  smells  that  one  wondered  what  the  '  visitors  ^  could  be 
like  who  went  to  stay  in  the  place. 

As  we  returned  by  the  beautiful  shores  of  the  lake,  the 
extraordinary  precision  with  which  the  mountains  towards 
Chambery,  on  one  side,  and  the  steep  promontories  and  preci- 
pices receding  towards  the  open  water,  on  the  other,  were 
mirrored,  had  a  purity  and  delicate  clear  transparency  that 
was  quite  impossible  to  paint,  the  lake  in  some  places  of  an 
emerald  green. 

It  is  difficult  to  make  out  what  is  the  feeling  towards  the 
religious  orders  at  this  time  in  France.  The  measures  for 
closing  their  schools  have  been  merely  nominal  ;  they  have  all 
been  re-opened  under  other  lay  names,  and  are  in  all  other 
points  the  same  as  before.  The  great  Protestant  pasteur  of 
Paris,  M.  Bercier,  has  expressed  a  general  feeling,  in  saying, 

*  Let  us  establish  better  schools  ;  but  it  is  tyranny  not  to  allow 
those  who  desire  to  do  so  to  have  an(i  to  use  the  denominational 
schools  already  existing.' 

The  influence  of  the  Church  has  apparently  diminished  a 
good  deal.  At  Amiens  we  were  looking  at  a  statue  of  Peter 
the  Hermit,  the  pedestal  of  which  was  covered  with  brickbats 
and  broken  bottles,  evidently  flung  at  it  in  scorn,  and  the 
name  erased.  We  asked  an  ouvrier  who  it  was.  He  was  a 
stranger  and  did  not  know,  but  believed  it  was  the  builder  of 
the  church.  *  It  is  a  monk  at  all  events,'  I  said.  '  Then  he 
ought  to  be  pulled  down  and  broken  up,'  answered  he,  with  a 
scowl,  clenching  his  fist.  At  Aix  a  workman  was  complaining 
of  the  sums  paid  to  the  Church :  *  Ginquante-deiix  millions 
sur  le  budget^  and  we  don't  want  the  priests.'  '  The  cures  are 
very  ill-paid  and  very  good  and  useful  men,'  I  answered. 

*  What ! '  he  cried,  *  do  you  think  it  right  for  a  woman  to  go 
to  confession  to  a  man  and  tell  him  all  her  husband  says  and 
does  ?  It  is  abominable  !  The  priest  ferrets  out  all  the  gossip 
in  the  village  and  puts  his  nose  into  all  our  affairs,  but  the 
husbands  won't  allow  their  wives  now  to  confess,  except 
quelques  vieilles  devotes^  and  the  fathers  won't  even  let  their 
daughters  go,  after  they  have  once  made  their  premiere  com- 
munion. For  three  francs,  we  can  get  a  billet  pretending  to 
show  we  ha^ve  been  there  without  ever  going  near  the  altar-— 
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what  do  you  think  of  that  1  I  don't  want  the  cure,  or  his 
teaching  or  his  preaching/  It  was  sad  to  see  the  true  sub- 
stance and  the  false  form  so  inextricably  mixed  up  in  the 
people's  minds.  E/eligion  is  dying  away,  because,  as  my  in- 
formant said,  '  on  veut  nous  faire  croire  un  tas  de  betises  qui 
sont  incroyables,  et  nous  n'en  voulons  pas,  je  vous  le  dis  tout 
court ! '  We  heard  that  confession  was  nearly  extinct  in  the 
north  of  France  also. 

The  cure  is  extremely  ill-paid,  only  900  francs  by  the 
State,  besides  his  fees,  which  are  not  high  ;  he  is  hardly  ever 
a  gentleman  or  man  of  education  ;  he  generally  rises  from  the 
poorest  families,  and  only  associates  with  the  gentlefolks 
professionally  ;  thus  a  link  between  the  upper  and  the  lower 
classes  is  wanting  in  France,  such  as  is  found  in  the  English 
clergyman.  There  has  been,  except  in  particular  instances,  a 
great  gulf  fixed  between  the  seigneurs  and  the  peasants.^ 
Eugenie  de  Guerin  mentions  that  one  day  she  asked  an  old 
woman  to  fetch  soup  from  the  chateau  ;  she  did  not  come,  and 
when  questioned,  she  replied  that  her  grandchild  had  said, 
'  Wj  va  pas,  grand'mere,  on  t'y  mangera.'  Happily  for  both, 
there  are  no  such  grim  traditions  of  hostility  in  England 
between  the  manor-house  and  the  cottage. 

A  French  lady  from  the  North  of  France  told  us  of  the 
strange  jealousy  of  the  peasants  of  any  one  higher  or  better 
off  than  themselves.  There  is  little  such  feeling  in  English 
country  life,  and  the  '  big  house  '  and  park  are  often  regarded 
as  the  museum,  entertainment  ground,  and  convalescent  home 
of  the  neighbourhood  (as  they  indeed  ought  to  be).  Every 
summer  great  parties  of  school  children.  Blue  Ribbon  gather- 
ings, &c.,  sometimes  consisting  of  300  and  400,  from  the 
neighbouring  little  towns  and  villages,  church  folk,  and  of 

every  shade  of  dissent,  spend  the  day  in  the  park  at  C  , 

bringing  their  own  provisions,  but  allowed  to  go  exactly  where 
they  please  in  the  gardens  and  pleasure-grounds.  They  seem 
to  make  it  a  point  of  honour  never  to  injure  a  leaf,  and  the 
enjoyment  appears  to  be  great.    At  a  christening  feast  this 

summer  at  C  ,  nearly  a  thousand  village  folk  had  tea  on 

the  lawn,  with  football,  dancing,  and  games  of  all  sorts,  going 
wherever  they  pleased,  in  and  out  of  the  hothouses,  remaining 

1  In  the  Recit  d'une  S(^nr^  as  a  proof  of  her  extraordinary  sanctity,  the 
angelic  Alexandrine  is  described  as  visiting  the  sick,  and  teaching  the  children  of 
the  poor  near  her  father-in-law's  home,  in  the  way  that  is  done  by  the  wives  and 
daughters  of  the  clergyman  and  the  squire  in  almost  every  village  in  England, 
as  a  matter  of  course,  without  any  notice  whatever  being  taken  of  it. 
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until  ten  at  night  for  fireworks  and  illuminations  ;  yet  on  the 
next  day  it  was  found  that  not  a  border  had  been  trampled 
or  a  floY/er  plucked.  The  self-restraint  and  good  feeling 
evinced  by  such  care  of  what  was  trusted  to  them,  was  felt  to 
be  very  gracious  and  most  honourable  to  their  '  civilization.' 
She  replied,  that  a  similar  fete  had  been  given  on  the  occasion 
of  a  marriage  at  a  chateau  near  her,  where  the  gardens  had 
been  opened,  everything  had  been  ^  pille,  ravage,  et  saccage  : 
c'etait  comme  si  I'ennemi  avait  passe  par  la  campagne.' 

We  went  over  to  Chambery  to  see  some  grand  views  up 
the  valley  ;  the  town  was  more  interesting  to  me  as  the  place 
where  the  charming  '  Voyage  autour  de  ma  Chambre '  was 
written  by  Xavier  de  Maistre,  then  a  young  lieutenant  in 
ISTapoleon's  army,  who  was  put  under  arrest  for  some  trifling 
regimental  infraction,  and  utilised  his  enforced  leisure  by 
writing  that  witty,  wise,  and  tender  little  sketch. 

Strange  stories  of  the  old  nobles  turn  up.  We  saw  near 
Chambery  the  towers  of  a  castle  in  the  valleys  leading  towards 
the  Alps,  where,  at  the  end  of  the  sixteenth  century,  the 
seigneur  of  Montmayeur  had  a  lawsuit  with  his  neighbour  of 
Aspremont,  and  the  President  of  the  Court  gave  him  hopes  of 
success  (judges  were  apt  to  give  opinions  off  the  bench  in 
those  days)  ;  but  when  the  trial  took  place  an  important  'piece 
was  wanting,  and  Montmayeur  was  cast.  A  little  time  after 
he  gave  a  great  feast  (probably  prepared  for  his  expected 
triumph)  to  the  President  and  all  the  neighbouring  great  folk. 
When  all  were  assembled,  suddenly  the  host  requested  the 
judge's  presence  in  an  inner  chamber.  It  was  hung  with 
black,  and  an  executioner  stood  in  the  middle,  with  his  axe  at 
a  block.  The  President  was  seized  and  his  head  cut  off  then 
and  there.  A  few  hours  after,  Montmayeur  dashed  into  the 
room  where  the  other  judges  belonging  to  the  court  which  had 
offended  him  were  sitting,  threw  the  President's  head,  in  a 
bag,  upon  the  table,  called  out,  '  Yoila  la  piece  qui  vous 
manque ! '  and,  in  the  confusion,  escaped  scotfree  on  a  horse 
which  was  waiting  for  him  below. 

Such  ungovernable  ruffians  would  go  far  to  discredit  their 
order,  even  in  those  rough  days,  and  the  extravagance  and 
license  of  later  years  did  not  redeem  their  character.  There 
has  been  little  of  Avhat  we  call  real  country  life  among  the 
French  upper  classes.  They  have  generally  retired  there 
to  recoup  themselves  for  life  at  Paris,  and  it  has  been  con- 
sidered as  an  exile,  not  a  home. 

The  political  talk  we  heard  was  that,  in  spite  of  his 
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apparent  popularity,  Gambetta  had  been  going  down  ever 
since  his  more  than  royal  progress  after  the  elections.  The 
belief  in  personal  government  is  so  inveterate  in  Franco  that 
they  must  always  incarnate  a  chief  to  credit  with  good  and 
evil  fortune  ;  none  of  the  Ministers  have  been  sufficiently 
considerable  for  this,  and  the  President,  Grevy,  is  ahsokcment 
nul^  therefore  the  issues  of  the  Tunis  war  will  fall  on  Gambetta 
alone.  Since  the  loss  of  the  scrutin  de  liste,  he  has  shown 
that  he  can  no  longer  *  wield  at  will  the  fierce  democracy '  of 
Paris.  Said  our  Parisian  friend,  '  No  one  knows  what  will 
come  of  the  new  Ministry  ;  the  excessive  change,  the  un- 
certainty, is  trying  and  dangerous  for  us  in  trade,  and  in  all 
ways  ;  there  is  no  stability  in  anything,  and  no  one  can  fore- 
see how  matters  will  stand  next  year.  Your  institutions  are 
better  in  England,  perhaps  ? '  Then,  with  some  satisfaction, 
he  went  on,  ^  But  you  have  plenty  of  troubles  there,  too,  with 
your  great  industrial  populations  and  your  Ireland  !  You  are 
not  on  roses  either  ! ' 

Next  we  heard  that  Gambetta  will  give  anything  which  he 
believes  to  be  asked  for  by  the  people,  and  that  Louis  Blanc 
is  quite  right  in  declaring  that  France  is  playing  Bismarck's 
game,  by  thus  risking  the  friendship  of  England  and  Italy, 
and  alarming  Spain  for  such  an  object  as  Tunis. 

At  last  our  bathing  purgatory  came  to  an  end,  and  we 
gladly  moved  on  to  Annecy,  an  old-world  town,  with  a  great 
castle  on  a  rock  in  the  very  midst  of  the  town,  and  curious 
arcades  in  the  streets,  on  the  borders  of  a  lovely  little  lake, 
prettier  even  than  that  of  Bourget.  Here  St.  Frangois  de 
Sales,  its  bishop,  lived  and  worked — one  of  the  most  'pious' 
and  attaching  of  saintly  men.  The  traces  of  him,  however, 
are  few ;  his  house  and  the  church  where  he  was  buried  were 
destroyed  in  the  Revolution,  and  his  body  is  now  set  up  in  a 
glass  case  over  the  high  altar,  in  an  ugly  tawdry  new  church ; 
it  seemed  strange  that  he  did  not  rise  from  the  dead  to  prevent 
an  exhibition  so  contrary  to  his  gentle  modest  nature.  Then 
we  ferreted  out  a  little  old  convent  where  he  used  to  visit  his 
friend  and  coadjutor,  the  Baronne  de  Chantal.  The  tiny  chapel 
and  a  vine  29ergola  date  from  their  time,  1610,  and  its  leaves 
are  plucked  by  pious  pilgrims  in  remembrance  of  both.  To 
her  many  of  the  beautiful  '  Lettres  Spirituelles '  are  addressed, 
which  contain  some  of  the  most  practically  devout  Christian 
maxims  of  any  age.  It  is  dismal  to  hear,  however,  that  he 
afterwards  joined  in  the  religious  persecution  of  the  Protestants. 
But,  after  all,  a  good  logical  Catholic  must  be  a  persecutor — it 
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is  his  duty  to  torment  unbelievers  well  in  this  world,  however 
unwillingly ;  it  would  be  a  cruel  kindness  to  spare  a  little  pain 
here,  according  to  his  creed  of  salvation,  if  by  any  means  he 
may  save  their  souls  in  eternity. 

We  steamed  round  the  lake,  touching  at  all  the  little 
villages,  with  a  constant  coming  and  going  of  market  folks. 
An  old  priest  on  board  was  very  willing  to  talk.  *  The  sub- 
division of  land  is  excessive,  and  the  poverty  very  great.' 
'  How  do  they  live  in  winter  ? '  '  C'est  le  secret  du  hon  DieUy 
madame.  There  is  much  private  charity  and  some  allowance 
from  old  foundations  belonging  to  the  town.'  A  young  priest 
did  not  approve  of  his  elder  being  so  friendly  with  heretics, 
and  came  constantly  to  persuade  him  to  change  his  seat,  which 
he  objected  was  '  too  hot '  or  '  too  windy  ; '  but  in  vain,  the  old 
man  would  not  leave  us. 

The  head  of  the  lake,  where  the  great  mountains  over- 
lapped, with  deep  blue  chasms  on  their  sides,  and  shaggy  pine- 
woods,  and  long  slopes  clothed  with  brown  and  golden  velvet 
fern,  and  brushwood  in  front,  was  very  fine.  The  next  day  we 
drove  over  a  Col  into  the  beautiful  valleys  leading  to  the  Arve 
and  Chamounix.  The  extreme  fertility  of  the  alluvial  soil  at 
the  bottom  produces  a  rich  vegetation,  contrasted  with  the 
rugged  mountain  summits,  that  is  most  striking.  The  road 
runs  through  one  long  orchard  on  both  sides — with  great  wal- 
nuts, as  large  as  forest  trees — pear-trees,  of  the  height  of  elms, 
and  weighed  down  by  showers  of  fruit ;  apple-trees,  so  laden 
with  red  apples  that  they  looked  as  if  they  came  out  of  a  fairy 
tale ;  little  chalets  were  perched  high  up  on  the  hill-sides  in  the 
midst  of  patches  of  cultivation  and  all  was  most  picturesque. 
But  the  population  was  as  poor  and  as  dirty  as  in  the  districts 
we  had  left. 

The  new  road  made  by  the  French  at  enormous  expense, 
leading  only  to  Chamounix,  was  another  bribe  to  the  inhabit- 
ants ;  and,  certainly,  when  one  sees  the  extent  of  fair  country 
which  France  gave  to  herself  in  reward  for  her  Italian  exertions, 
it  is  hardly  to  be  wondered  at  that  Italy  refuses  to  be  very 
grateful.    *  Was  she  not  amply  paid  ? ' 

The  valley  narrowed,  the  mountains  grew  steeper,  as  we 
started  in  the  early  morning  after  a  poisonous  night  of  smells 

at  Sallanches.    '  There  is  Mont  Blanc,'  cried  H  ;  '  Yes,  I 

see  some  confused  marks,'  said  I.  *  Oh,  not  there  !  look  higher,' 
answered  he.  *  Yes,  I  see  a  faint  outline.'  '  Higher !  higher 
still !  much  higher,'  cried  he ;  and  there,  far  up  in  the  heavens, 
unbelievably  high,  above  the  broad  band  of  cloud,  were  the 
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great  white  points  and  aiguilles  shining  in  the  sun,  and  the 
interpretation  of  the  whole  of  the  faint,  confused,  cloudy 
indications  below  breaks  upon  one.    It  was  so  like  life. 

However  often  one  may  have  seen  it,  the  sight  is  always 
like  a  new  revelation;  the  excessive  purity  and  brilliancy  of 
the  slopes  of  dazzling  snow,  with  the  delicate  inflections  of 
their  shadows  against  the  pale  blue  sky — so  lonely,  so  still,  so 
sharp,  yet  so  tender,  softened  by  the  wonderful  amount  of 
atmosphere  between  our  lower  standpoint  and  their  glorious 
height ;  so  distinct  and  decided,  yet  so  unreal,  like  the  glimpse 
into  another  world  high  up  in  the  heavens.  Like  all  the 
greatest  effects  in  nature  and  art  it  is  perfectly  incommunicable 
by  words,  or  colours,  or  photographs,  and  is  fresh  in  its  novelty 
of  beauty  every  time  it  is  seen.  This  day,  through  the  deep 
dark  gorge,  with  mighty  silver  firs  clinging  to  the  almost  per- 
pendicular rocks ;  the  Arve  dashing  unseen,  but  not  unheard, 
below,  and  the  lofty  cloudland,  with  the  sun  on  it  above,  the 

eftect  was  saisissant,  and  H  ,  who  knows  the  Andes  well, 

acknowledged  that  even  they  conld  hardly  have  looked  finer. 
*  Only  an  inch  or  two  higher  up  on  the  canvas ' — a  mere  question 
of  degree. 

That  curious  settlement  of  inns  and  pensions,  Chamounix, 
was  just  about  to  be  forsaken  for  the  winter.  Our  hotel,  a 
very  large  and  good  one,  would  have  the  key  turned  in  the 
door,  and  no  more  care  taken  of  it  than  could  be  given  by  a 
woman  going  in  once  a  week  to  open  windows.  *  There  are  no 
thieves  here,  for  where  could  they  carry  the  plunder  ? '  The 
medley  population  was  mostly  going  away.  The  nationality 
of  trades  is  a  curious  one ;  the  English  wall  be  found  every- 
where, as  engineers  and  grooms,  the  French  as  cooks  and 
milliners,  the  Italians  as  confectioners  and  workers  in  plaster, 
and  the  German  is  ^  easily  prince '  of  waiters.  Indeed,  to  see 
him  carrying  seven  plates  of  fish  on  one  hand  and  arm,  and 
keeping  the  other  free  for  their  distribution,  is  a  splendid 
instance  of  the  '  prehensile  powers '  of  the  human  animal !  He 

is  an  original.    I  had  '  assisted '  at  H  's  departure  for  the 

Glacier  des  Bossons,  and  returned  to  the  empty  table  for 
luncheon,  when  the  waiter,  who  brought  some  salad,  evidently 
considered  it  his  duty  to  devote  himself  to  my  instruction 
and  entertainment.  He  leant  his  arm  on  the  chimney-piece, 
and  began  :  'I  am  going  away  in  a  week — this  place  is  finished, 
and  I  think  of  visiting  the  chief  cities  of  Europe.  J^ai  /vingt- 
six  ans,  et  c'est  le  moment  de  se  perfectionner.  Do  not  you 
think  so,  madame  ?    I  thought  of  going  first  to  London,  but 
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they  say  the  fogs  are  bad  there,  and  the  climate  detestable ; 
therefore,  I  think  I  shall  go  to  Paris.'  '  There  is  much  to  be 
said  against  the  climate  there,  too,'  observed  I,  solemnly.  '  So 
I  have  heard,  and  also  that  the  Germans  are  not  so  well  re- 
garded as  they  ought  to  be.    I  shan't  stay  there  long,  I  dare 

say  1    Then  I  shall  go  to  Berlin  and  Vienna  and  then  ' 

But  here  cruel  fate  interfered  ;  there  was  a  cry  from  the 
'  office '  for  mustard,  or  napkins,  or  some  mean  thing,  and  the 
Alnaschar  visions  of  glory  died  away. 

We  climbed  up  the  hill  to  look  after  chalets,  and  found  an 
intelligent  man  who  had  been  a  soldier.  He  had  been  taken 
prisoner  in  1870,  and  kept  for  ten  months  in  Silesia.  *  We 
were  very  badly  fed  ;  on  ne  nourrit  pas  les  cochons  si  mal  ici.^ 

It  was  the  old  story,  how  ^nous  etio7is  trahis.  General  

had  a  franc  a  head  from  the  Prussians  for  our  division  of 
25,000  men  ;  that  was  why  we  were  beaten  ' !  His  father  had 
left  him  half  the  house  and  a  little  bit  of  land,  his  sister  and 
mother  lived  in  the  other  half,  and  wanted  him  to  buy  their 
share,  but  he  would  not.    '  A  bit  of  land  is  good  ;  but  one 
must  have  a  bit  of  money  with  it,'  he  said  emphatically.  The 
money  spent  by  visitors  helped  in  summer,  and  much  butter, 
&c.,  was  sold  to  them,  but  there  was  great  poverty  and  suffer- 
ing in  the  outlying  villages.    He  had  two  cows,  in  a  dirty 
stable  almost  opening  into  his  dirty  room.     One  he  was  going 
to  kill,  and  had  bought  a  sheep  also  to  kill.     '  Nous  mangeons 
beaucoup  de  viande  a  Chamounix,'  he  said,  with  pride.    I  was 
properly  impressed  ;  but  afterwards  found  that  they  salted 
down  the  meat  when  snow  covered  the  pastures,  and  ate  it  dur- 
ing seven  or  eight  months,  when  it  became  as  hard  and  taste- 
less as  a  board.    It  was  the  same  custom  that  prevailed  among 
our  forefathers  in  England,  even  in  the  greatest  households, 
before  the  'invention'  of  roots  and  vegetables, — and  skin 
diseases  were  frightfully  prevalent,  owing  to  the  absence  of 
fresh  meat  and  green  food.    It  was  a  little  instance  of  the 
manner  in  which  one  should  make  sure  that  words  bear  the 
same  meaning  for  speaker  and  hearer.    He  took  for  granted 
that  meat  meant  salt  meat,  and  if  we  had  not  found  out  the 
habit  of  the  country  elsewhere  we  should  have  been  all  astray. 
There  was  a  grand  view  from  the  chalet  across  the  valley  to 
the  great  congealed  torrents,  like  water  frozen  in  the  rush,  of 
the  glaciers  of  the  Bossons  and  Taconnay,  descending  from 
Mont  Blanc,  while  round  the  house  lay  great  rocks,  covered 
with  green  and  black  or  orange  stains  of  lichen,  which  had 
perhaps  taken  a  few  thousand  years,  more  or  less,  to  grow. 
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A  curious  link  in  the  upward  chain  of  life,  not  inanimate  as 
the  stone  they  clung  to,  and  the  difference  between  it  and  the 
growth  of  a  ixiillionth  part  of  an  inch  in  a  score  of  years, 
though  scarcely  perceptible,  yet  so  infinite. 

Then  H  went  into  a  little  smithy  to  see  the  bells  for 

the  mountain  cows  forged.  The  tall,  strong  young  blacksmith 
told  him  with  great  pride  that  his  handiwork  was  heard  in  all 
the  district  from  Martigny  to  Sallanches  ;  there  were  no  bells 
there  which  were  not  made  by  him.  Here  they  are  flattened, 
with  mouths  contracted  instead  of  wide,  but  the  sound  is  deep 
and  sonorous,  and  heard  from  afar.  The  chief  cow,  who  '  bears 
the  (best)  bell '  and  goes  first,  is  proud  of  her  honours,  and  will 
not  endure  to  be  degraded  from  her  post ;  in  such  a  sad  case 
she  has  been  known  even  to  die. 

The  rentree  des  vaches  was  at  hand.  No  beasts  are  left  out 
for  the  winter,  they  would  starve  in  the  snow  and  cold  ;  but 
on  the  morning  we  came  away  the  small  herdsman,  sounding  a 
great  horn,  was  still  passing  up  the  little  street  collecting  the 
goats  from  each  house,  and  taking  them  up  to  the  mountain 
pastures,  as  he  would  go  on  doing  till  the  '  Saint  Denis.' 

The  hotel  was  full  of  Americans  ;  w^e  sat  by  two  quick- 
witted, sharp  men,  who  were  swallowing  their  mountains, 
lakes,  and  passes  hurriedly,  as  a  duty.  The  clouds  hitherto 
had  prevented  their  seeing  anything  ;  but  public  opinion  re- 
quired that  they  should  have  gone  to  the  different  places,  in 
name  at  least,  before  sailing  for  home.  '  Mount  Blank,'  as  they 
called  him,  was  luckily  visible,  and  they  inquired  after  '  the 
glazier '  as  if  they  wanted  to  get  their  windows  mended.  The 
women  seem  to  go  about  in  flocks  and  herds,  sometimes  six 
and  seven  together,  with  many  enfants  terribles.  At  one  long 
table  d'hote  dinner  with  150  people,  we  sat  opposite  a  pretty 
little  U.S.  girl,  about  six  years  old,  who  ate  straight  through 
the  eight  courses,  beginning  with  the  hot  soup  and  ending  with 
the  cold  ice,  cheese,  and  fruit.  She  added  pickles  when  she 
could  get  them,  and  poured  a  flood  of  sauce  over  her  plate, 
often  taking  two  slices  wdien  others  took  one,  and  a  double  help 
of  cream,  her  mother  sitting  placidly  by  and  never  interfering. 
I  watched  her  with  a  sort  of  fascinated  wonder,  expecting  a 
catastrophe  of  some  kind,  but  the  interests  of  truth  compel  me 
to  state  that  she  was  still  alive  when  we  left  the  hotel,  altliough 
v/e  left  her  eating.    At  the  same  place  three  little  U.S.  boys 

came  up  suddenly  to  H  after  dinner  and  asked  him  how 

old  he  was  ;  and  I  sat  by  another  boy,  about  fourteen,  at  the 
next  town,  who  cross-examined  me  for  three  successive  dinners 
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without  intermission.  '  Where  did  we  come  from  ^  ^  Where 
were  we  going  to  ? '  *  How  long  should  we  stay  ? '  '  Where  did 
we  live  in  England  ? '  *  Had  we  been  here  before  '  At  last 
he  asked  three  questions  in  one,  and  I  burst  out  laughing. 
He  had  not  the  slightest  notion  why,  but  thought  he  had  said 
something  very  clever  ;  he  smiled  in  a  pleased  and  superior 
manner,  and  went  on  with  his  catechism.  The  young  of  no 
other  species  are  so  unpleasant ;  but  as  there  are  a  great 
number  of  agreeable  and  excellent  Americans  in  the  world, 
they  must  somehow  shed  this  their  first  exceedingly  obnoxious 
husk. 

We  drove  rapidly  down,  following  the  Arve  to  the  French 
frontier,  and  here  saw  another  agricultural  machine  on  the 
Swiss  side,  only  the  second  since  leaving  England.  That 
machines,  which  are  the  very  life  of  agriculture  in  America  and 
with  us,  are  also  occasionally  to  be  found  in  France,  there  is 
no  doubt,  but  they  must  indeed  be  few,  when  during  a  month 
of  very  careful  investigation  and  inquiry,  after  having  seen  the 
corn  reaped  in  the  north,  the  hay  cut  and  carrying  everywhere, 
and  ploughing  going  on  along  the  whole  line  of  our  journey,  we 
had  thus  only  once  come  across  a  single  one.  Indeed,  those 
who  have  marked  the  size  of  the  peasant  plots  must  see  how 
utterly  impossible  any  help  from  such  machines  would  be. 
The  difficulty  attending  the  turning  of  even  a  common  plough 
within  their  minute  limits  is  so  great,  and  so  much  damage  is 
necessarily  done  to  le  voisin,  that  we  were  told  it  was  only 
because  le  voisin  does  as  much  harm  in  return,  that  questions  of 
compensation  do  not  become  serious.  A  steam  plough  would 
be  like  a  bull  in  a  china  closet. 

The  vintage  was  just  beginning,  but  the  old  festive  arrange- 
ments have  in  general  died  out,  and  the  gathering  is  neither 
curious  nor  picturesque  at  present.  The  joint  authorities  of 
a  district  fix  a  common  day  to  avoid  the  picking  and  stealing 
which,  in  the  extraordinary  mixture  of  tiny  plots,  might  other- 
wise take  place  ;  and,  however  over-ripe  the  fruit  may  be,  no 
man  dares  pick  a  grape  (except  to  eat)  until  that  morning 
under  a  penalty.  Then  all  the  vines  are  stripped  together, 
though  loiterers,  of  course,  may  take  their  own  time.  That 
such  a  system  is  needful  hardly  speaks  well  for  the  inter- 
household  morality,  and  an  English  labourer  would  resent  such 
interference  with  his  free  will  in  harvest  time.  But  here  no 
one  complains. 

It  is  a  mistake  to  suppose  that  in  the  excessive  sub- 
division of  the  soil  in  France  and  Belgium  each  owner  culti- 
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Vates  his  own  little  bit.  A  great  deal  of  land  is  let  by  one  to 
another.  A  farm  of  fifty  acres  in  Belgium,  mentioned  by  Mr. 
Jenkins,^  was  hired  from  nineteen  different  proprietors,  and  in 
smaller  instances  three  and  four  landlords  are  not  uncommon. 
These  small  owners  are  by  necessity  very  stringent  in  their 
demands  for  rent  ;  they  cannot  afford  to  wait  for  their  money, 
and  the  rents  which  we  heard  of  were  very  high.  If  the  Irish 
ideal  could  by  any  possibility  be  carried  out,  and  the  whole  of 
Ireland  cut  into  small  morsels  for  separate  owners,  so  that 
rent  was  abolished,  it  would  be  found  to  revive  again  on  the 
succeeding  day.  The  experience  of  France  and  Belgium  show- 
ing that  the  cottar  landlords  often  find  it  better  worth  their 
while  to  let,  and  that  they  exact  their  rents  with  a  severity 
unknown  to  large  proprietors,  as  is  the  case  at  present  with 
the  small  owners  of  houses  and  corners  of  land  in  England, 
where  it  is  well  known  that  the  worst  cottages  and  highest  rented 
belong  to  little  absentee  owners,  or  have  been  run  up  on  the 
waste. 

It  is  so  difficult  to  obtain  accurate  particulars  concerning 
peasant  properties,  as  the  owners  are  naturally  very  reticent, 
that  I  give  the  details  of  one  with  which  we  happen  to  have 
become  well  acquainted,  although  it  is  over  the  French  border. 
It  is  a  peculiarly  favourable  instance,  as  the  family  to  whom 
it  belongs  are  exceptionally  respectable,  intelligent,  and 
thrifty,  come  of  French  Protestants  who  took  refuge  in 
Switzerland  in  one  of  the  great  persecutions  about  200  years 
ago, — while  the  habit  of  seeking  service  abroad  and  of  emi- 
grating, ingrained  among  the  Swiss,  forms  a  great  contrast  to 
the  way  in  which  each  member  of  a  French  family  sticks  to 
the  land,  and  greatly  eases  the  working  of  the  system. 

Yet  this  is  the  result. 

The  property  consists  of  about  six  and  a- quarter  acres, 
and  this  is  divided  into  sixteen  little  morsels,  no  two  of  which 
touch  at  any  one  point.  It  is  not,  in  any  way,  at  all  peculiar 
in  this  respect.  The  father  inherited  from  his  father  half  a 
house,  but  about  thirty-five  years  ago  he  quarrelled  with  the 
brother  who  held  the  other  half  (a  result  which  often  happens), 
and  sold  his  share  to  him,  going  to  live  in  a  hired  house, 
where  he  died,  leaving  a  widow  and  eight  children  grown  up. 
It  is  clear  that,  if  the  land  had  been  divided,  each  would  have 
had  his  three-quarters  of  an  acre,  and  there  would  have  been 
an  end  of  the  estate  ;  but  here  the  Swiss  custom  came  in  aid. 
One  brother  went  with  Lesseps  to  the  Suez  Canal,  where  he 
1  On  the  Duke  of  Richmond's  Agricultural  Commission. 
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died.  Another  became  a  soldier,  and  died  also.  A  third 
settled  in  the  Argentine  Republic,  where  he  was  killed  in  an 
attack  by  the  Indians.  One  sister  married  at  home  and  died, 
leaving  three  little  boys  unprovided  for.  Three  other  sisters 
took  service  in  England,  and  one  brother  devoted  himself  to 
the  care  of  the  little  hien^  which  was  heavily  mortgaged,  and 
of  his  mother,  who  had  a  droit  de  jouissance  in  the  inheritance 
for  her  lifetime.  In  1854  he  borrowed  money  to  buy  a  dilapi- 
dated house,  which  had  been  sold  because  the  owner  could  not 
pay  the  interest  of  a  mortgage  upon  it.  Here  he  lived  with 
his  mother  and  the  three  nephews  (whom  they  took  in  for  a 
time),  declaring  that  he  should  never  marry,  for  ^  the  property 
could  not  afford  it.'  The  mother  is  dead,  the  brother- father  of 
the  family  died  a  year  or  two  back,  in  great  part  of  hard  work, 
and  a  sister  who  had  returned  from  England  to  keep  his  house 
has  married  at  fifty,  and  now  lives  at  the  place  with  her 
husband.  The  other  sisters  have  a  right  to  return  and  a 
common  share  in  the  property,  which  cannot  be  sold  because 
the  death  of  the  brother  in  Egypt  was  not  certified  officially. 
They  have  never  taken  the  little  interest  which  was  due  to 
them,  but  left  it  at  first  for  the  benefit,  of  their  mother,  and 
afterwards  to  keep  up  the  '  estate.^  They  have  therefore 
hitherto  benefited  by  it  in  no  way,  except  in  the  very  ideal 
satisfaction  of  having  a  property  belonging  to  the  family.  The 
interest  on  the  two  mortgages,  which  are  at  5  per  cent., 
amounts  to  175  and  28  francs  a  year,  i.e.,  SI.,  and  the  value 
sunk  in  the  rest  of  the  property,  taken  at  4|-  per  cent.,  amounts 
to  121,  more,  in  fact  20L  in  all,  which  would  be  considered  a 
high  rent  in  England  for  six  acres  of  land,  only  half  an  acre  of 
it  vineyard,  and  a  house. 

In  what  respect  are  they  better  off  than  they  would  have 
been  by  hiring  land  in  England  ?  As  an  Irish  tenant,  who  was 
lately  asked  to  buy  his  holding,  replied,  '  Sure,  and  shouldn't  I 
have  to  pay  the  poor  rate  and  the  taxes  ?  How'll  that  better 
me  ? '  These  people  have,  of  course,  to  bear  all  the  burdens  on 
the  land,  and  having,  for  instance,  lately  dug  a  well,  the  rating 
value  of  their  house  has  been  increased  by  600  francs  in  con- 
sequence. They  are  not  even  more  secure,  for  if  they  do  not 
pay  the  interest  on  the  mortgages,  the  house  would  be  sold  over 
their  heads,  as  was  the  case  with  their  predecessors  in  it.  The 
amount  of  sacrifices  made  by  the  family,  the  time,  thrift, 
labour,  and  thought  expended  in  buying  and  keeping  together 
these  little  scraps  of  land,  would  in  England  have  enabled  them 
to  do  well  in  trade,  and  to  advance  in  the  world  ;  each  might 
have  married,  and  had  a  home  of  his  or  her  own,  and,  among 
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Such  extremely  intelligent  and  respectable  people,  proljably 
some  one  of  them,  instead  of  continuing  on  the  same  level  as 
two  hundred  years  ago,  might  have  been  helping  to  govern  his 
country,  as  Mr.  Mundella  and  other  architects  of  their  own 
fortunes  have  done  here.  The  fixed  idea  of  keeping  and 
increasing  the  peasant  property  has  dwarfed  their  ideal  and 
narrowed  the  field  of  their  energies,  and  prevented,  instead  of 
helping,  their  thriving  in  the  world. 

We  found  everywhere  that  the  waste  of  time,  labour,  and 
money  in  tilling  these  small  morsels  was  excessive,  when  each 
has  to  be  cultivated,  manured,  weeded,  and  ploughed  separately. 
It  will  be  asked  why  the  plots  are  not  consolidated  by  ex- 
changes. In  the  first  place,  the  fluctuating  ownership  brought 
about  by  the  partage  force  is  so  great  that  it  seems  often 
considered  hardly  vforth  while  to  knit  up  to-day  the  Penelope's 
web  which  may  be  scattered  again  to-morrow.  And  next,  the 
quarrels  and  ill-blood  engendered  by  the  extraordinary  mixing 
up  of  the  plots  often  renders  any  amicable  arrangement 
impossible — e.g.^  one  of  the  sixteen  morsels  just  mentioned  is  a 
scrap  of  ground  in  the  middle  of  an  orchard,  inherited  from 
some  old  ancestress.  It  is  what  would  be  called  a  '  Quillet '  in 
Wales,  where  there  is  something  of  the  same  custom.  It  is 
only  a  few  yards  square,  and  is  of  the  smallest  value  to  the 
possessors.  The  owner  of  the  orchard  is  very  anxious  to  get 
it,  as  the  necessary  passing  to  and  fro  greatly  damages  his 
property.  He  offers  land  close  to  the  house  of  the  Quillet 
possessors,  but  they  say  their  land  is  better  than  the  price 
proposed  ;  he  will  not  give  more.  It  has  become  a  point  of 
honour  on  both  sides  not  to  yield  ;  the  quarrel  has  been  going 
on  for  years,  and  will  probably  not  be  settled  while  either 
party  is  alive. 

'  L'echange  des  parcelles  s'accomplit  rarement,'  writes  Le 
Play.  He  remarks  that  the  dislike  to  accommodate  le  voisiii, 
and  the  hope  to  make  a  little  money  out  of  him,  almost  always 
prevent  any  hope  of  accommodation  in  such  matters.  He  goes 
on  to  say  that  in  the  minute  patches,  isolated  and  scattered,  to 
which  the  partage  force  reduces  peasant  properties,  the  proper 
employment  of  water  for  irrigation,  any  works  for  drainage,  all 
improvements  in  the  cultivation  of  cereals,  green  crops,  or  the 
breeds  of  cattle,  become  impossible.  In  some  places  the  width 
of  the  plot  is  from  four  to  five  furrows,  the  length  being  about 
fifty  metres,  so  as  just  to  allow  the  plough  to  be  used. 

We  crossed  the  French  frontier  into  Switzerland  in  a  black 
bise.    It  is  now  perilously  near  the  town  of  Geneva  on  both 
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sides  ;  indeed,  the  little  canton  is  pinched  in  as  between  the 
heads  of  a  pair  of  pincers,  and  whensoever  it  shall  suit  France 
to  *  go  to  war  for  an  idea,'  or  that  '  the  interests  of  civiliza- 
tion '  shall  require  her  to  take  her  neighbour's  goods,  as  she  has 
done  in  the  case  of  Savoy  and  Tunis,  there  seems  to  be  little 
chance  of  its  safety  ;  while  Europe  is  very  apt  to  condone  the 
high-handed  acts  of  the  strong,  as  she  has  done  in  the  case  of 
Prussia  and  Schleswig-Holstein,  though  she  falls  heavily  on 
weaker  offenders. 

The  old  Puritan  town  has  nearly  doubled  in  extent  during 
the  last  fifty  years,  and  a  great  rich  '  quarter '  of  houses  has 
grown  up  beyond  the  bridge  across  the  '  arrowy  Phone,' — but 
her  real  importance  can  hardly  be  said  to  have  risen  since  the 
days  when  she  was  the  home  of  a  knot  of  scientific  and  literary 
men,  many  of  them  exiles,  like  Sismondi  and  Possi,  of  European 
reputation,  and  she  was  called  (although,  it  is  true,  in  derision 
of  her  pretensions)  the  *  cinquieme  partie  du  monde.' 

The  new  monument  to  the  Duke  of  Brunswick  was  opposite 
our  windows.  Exceedingly  ugly,  heavy,  almost  vulgar,  it  is  an 
interesting  lesson  in  the  history  of  art.  It  has  a  puzzling  echo 
in  it  of  something  beautiful,  like  the  unpleasant  likeness  of  a 
vulgar  man  to  a  beautiful  mother,  and  at  last  it  dawned  on  us 
that  it  is  a  copy  of  the  tomb  of  Can  Grande  della  Scala  at 
Verona,  with  all  the  proportions  altered  and  all  the  details 
'  improved,'  as  we  were  told  by  the  custode  with  pride  on  the 
next  day.  The  slender  pinnacles  of  the  original  were  intended 
for  a  group  of  tombs  in  the  midst  of  a  narrow  Italian  piazza ; 
they  have  been  pulled  out  in  every  direction  as  if  they  had  been 
made  of  indiarubber,  and  set  upon  a  platform  in  a  garden. 
The  gambling  nineteenth- century  Duke  rests  (or  is  supposed  to 
do  so)  in  a  mediseval  sarcophagus  in  the  centre,  while  his 
ancestors,  many  of  them  in  frock  coats  and  trousers,  or  '  shorts,' 
stand  round  in  the  mediaeval  niches,  in  place  of  the  mail-clad 
'  warrior  saints '  of  the  Scaliger's  tomb.  That  we  cannot 
originate  in  art  is  evident,  but  here  is  seen  how  great  is  the 
difficulty  of  even  copying  intelligently.  The  whole  is  a  most 
useful  warning  as  to  the  value  of  proportion  in  giving  its 
nameless  charm  to  a  building,  and  a  lesson  on  the  very  bald 
truism  that  the  external  form  of  a  tomb  should  have  some  (at 
least  slight)  reference  to  the  person  in  whose  honour  it  is 
erected.  But  whether  this  humble,  if  useful,  result  is  likely  to 
be  satisfactory  to  the  worthy  Genevese  who  have  put  it  up 
(with  the  Duke's  money,  it  is  true)  may  be  doubtful.  At  all 
events,  the  juxtaposition  is  so  exceedingly  droll,  that  it  almost 
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comes  under  the  definition  of  humour,  if,  as  was  once  said,  its 
office  is  to  find  the  likeness  of  incongruous  ideas. 

Another  curious  fact  is  that  there  is  no  statue  of  Calvin  in 
the  town.  That  the  graceless,  wretched  Duke  of  Brunswick 
should  be  commemorated  in  the  once  stern  old  religious  city, 
while  her  most  famous  citizen  (if  not  the  most  agreeable)  is  left 
out,  speaks  strangely  for  her  present  rulers.  *  Thrift,  thrift, 
Horatio ! '  Calvin  left  no  money  to  the  town  to  build  a  monu- 
ment to  himself. 

Commerce  was  said  to  be  flourishing,  and  the  watch  trade 
is  holding  its  own  against  the  Americans,  who  use  pinchbeck 
instead  of  gold  in  unseen  places,  and  scamp  the  work.  ^  Yery 
smart,  but  not  very  honest ;  and  such  conduct  does  not  answer 
in  the  long  run,'  said  the  chief  of  the  watch-making  works, 
proudly.  The  coarser  parts  of  the  watches  are  very  generally 
made  at  Le  Locle  and  Chaudefonds  in  ISTeufchatel,  and  the 
J ura,  but  the  finer  work  is  done  chiefly  in  Geneva,  and  a  great 
deal  of  it  by  women.  The  daughters  of  respectable  tradesmen 
have  very  often  an  etabli — i.e.^  a  working  bench  with  wheels 
and  staples,  set  up  in  the  ordinary  house  room,  where  they 
make  the  hinges,  the  hands  of  the  watches,  enamel,  paint,  and 
engrave  the  backs  and  faces,  and  mark  the  hour  figures. 
They  often  earn  their  own  livelihood,  and  are  not  dependent 
on  their  parents,  instead  of  leading  the  useless,  aimless  lives  of 
so  many  tradesmen's  daughters  in  England,  striving  after 
gentility  by  practising  bad  music,  ugly  drawing,  and  useless 
woolwork.  The  polishing  of  the  watch  cases  is  done  at  the 
great  shops,  in  a  separate  room  by  women,  where  the  work  is 
handed  to  them  through  a  wicket.  It  is  dirty  work ;  the 
water  in  which  their  clothes  and  their  hands  are  washed  is  all 
passed  through  a  sieve,  for  the  amount  of  gold  dust  found  in 
the  sediment  is  of  very  appreciable  value. 

The  division  of  property  in  the  canton  is  exceedingly  great, 
but  the  Swiss  emigrate  to  so  large  an  extent,  and  are  besides 
so  industrial  and  commercial  a  people,  that,  unlike  French 
peasants,  they  do  not  call  on  the  land  exclusively  to  support 
them.  One  kind  of  manufacture,  however,  Avliich  has  lately 
sprung  up  is  a  little  too  akin  to  fraud  :  wine  is  made  from 
imported  raisins  ;  90  per  cent,  of  water,  5  or  6  of  alcohol,  and 
tannin  from  the  dried  grape  make  a  mixture  which  is  under 
selling  the  natural  wine,  and  is  besides  very  unwholesome. 

The  entire  exclusion  of  the  educated  and  capable  men  of 
the  old  aristocratic  class  from  all  share  in  the  government  of  the 
canton  makes  their  position  a  very  trying  one ;  the  democratic 
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inajority  is  absolute,  so  tliat  no  man  of  the  opposite  party  is 
allowed  to  hold  office  of  any  kind,  and  the  influence  of  the  few 
who  enter  the  Grand  Conseil  is  so  small,  that  there  was  at  one 
time  talk  of  their  resigning,  from  their  utter  inability  to 
influence  or  carry  any  measures  which  they  think  right. 

The  hise  was  sharp  on  the  lake,  and  the  weather  grey,  but 

it  lightened  as  we  drove  up  to  G  ,  an  interesting  old  castle 

standing  high  up  among  the  vineyards  in  the  Pays  de  Yaud  ; 
the  towers  are  full  of  bullet  marks,  for  they  had  stood  more 
than  one  siege  against  the  people  of  Berne,  during  the  struggles 
between  the  cantons,  and  the  final  conquest  of  the  country. 
Republics  have  been  as  much  addicted  to  wars  of  aggrandise- 
ment as  their  neighbours  in  the  days  of  old.  The  walls  are 
fifteen  feet  thick,  and  the  interior  was  so  dark  that  windows 
had  to  be  broken  through  by  the  present  owners  to  make  it 
habitable.  A  Rothschild  had  offered  30,000  francs  for  some  of 
the  old  carved  furniture,  one  cabinet  with  heads  of  Mary  Queen 
of  Scots,  her  husband  Francis  II.,  the  Constable  de  Mont- 
morenci,  &c.  The  family  is  an  extremely  ancient  one,  and  the 
pedigree  was  headed  (more  modestly  than  in  the  Welsh  descents 
from  Noah  and  Adam)  by  Melchior,  one  of  the  Wise  Men  of 
the  East,  *  les  trois  Hois,'  and  his  picture — a  black  Moor  in  a 
turban— hung  in  the  gallery,  an  authentic  relic  of  a.d.  One  ! 

The  wooded  slopes  of  the  Jura  rose  close  behind  the  house 
and  had  once  belonged  to  the  family,  but  the  forest  had  been 
'  annexed '  by  the  Commune,  during  the  Revolution,  and  the 
trees  cut  down ;  only  brushwood  remains,  but  wolves  are  still 
heard  of  higher  up  the  mountains.  The  family  had  taken  much 
pains  to  improve  the  vineyards  by  planting  a  species  of  vine 
which  should  ripen  early,  a  great  desideratum  in  that  rather 
high  land  ;  but  they  could  only  pick  their  own  grapes,  before 
the  rest  of  the  slow-going  district  was  ready,  by  paying  a 
fine,  a  sort  of  premium  upon  non-improvement. 

We  steamed  up  the  lake  in  a  bright  sun  and  a  bitter  wind, 
with  the  long  line  of  what  are  now  French  mountains  fringing 
the  southern  side,  and  Mont  Blanc  to  be  seen,  if  the  clouds 
are  propitious  ;  but  his  neighbourhood  is  feared  rather  than 
loved,  as  from  him  are  supposed  to  come  the  dreaded  frosts 
and  hail  in  spring,  which  have  spoiled  the  vineyards  during 
many  years.  '  How  can  you  admire  ces  heautes  de  la  ISfature 
when  they  do  us  all  this  harm  ? '  said  a  little  owner.  Suddenly, 
we  came  under  the  shelter  of  the  mountains  above  Clarens  and 
Montreux,  and  entered  into  summer  again,  with  a  most  southern 
vegetation,    Here  the  vineyards  are  the  most  valuable  in  the 
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district;  20,000  francs  a  hectare,  i.e.,  1601.  an  acre,  is  often 
paid.  An  old  man  in  a  wretched  cottage,  smoky  and  dilapidated, 
perched  on  a  sort  of  rocky  horn  on  the  steep  mountain- side 
under  Glyon,  with  a  splendid  outlook,  paid  121.  a  year  for 
house,  a  garden,  and  two  small  plots. 

The  whole  eastern  shore  of  the  lake  is  bordered  by  a 
continued  line  of  boarding-houses,  villas,  hotels,  and  little 
shops,  and  a  strange  confusion  of  tongues  and  types,  collected 
from  all  parts  of  the  world  in  one  common  search  after  health, 
is  to  be  found  walking,  driving,  dining  at  the  tables  dliote — 
E/Ussians,  Poles,  Spanish,  French  and  English,  Greek,  German, 
American,  curiously  mixed  together. 

JSTothing  can  be  more  lovely  than  the  end  of  this  lake,  and 
what  would  be  called  in  music  the  '  contrary  motion '  of  the 
lines  which  formed  the  picture.  The  opposing  steep  mountain 
slopes,  craggy  and  bare,  of  the  French  and  Swiss  sides  of  the 
valleys  drawn  in  lovely  shades  of  lilac,  a  perpendicular  rock  in 
front  with  a  group  of  poplars,  and  the  tall,  dark  tower  of  Yille- 
neuve  guarding  the  passage  into  the  town,  contrasted  with 
the  perfectly  horizontal  lines,  not  only  of  the  lake,  but  of  the 
alluvial  ground  of  the  pass  to  the  Yalais  and  Martigny,  the 
snowy  peaks  of  the  Pic  du  Midi  in  the  distance,  made  an 
almost  perfect  composition  ;  a  long  line  of  cows  was  coming 
home  from  the  mountain  pastures,  with  a  pretty  sonnerie  from 
their  enormous  bells.  I  was  trying  to  draw,  and  as  we  had  just 
passed  the  English  cemetery,  with  its  sad  record  of  young 
occupants  of  many  nationalities,  I  said  to  our  driver,  ^  How 
many  deaths  there  are  here  1 '  '  On  meurt  partout,  madame,' 
replied  he,  sententiously,  anxious  for  the  honour  of  his  country. 
*Yes,  but  these  seem  sent  here  to  die.'  *  Ah !  moi,  je  ne 
voudrais  pas  [tacher  de  tromper  la  mort  comme  ga.  Doctors 
are  the  same  everywhere;  quand  ils  ne  veulent  pas  qu'un 
malade  leur  meure  sur  les  mains  ils  Fenvoient  promener  pour 
s'en  defaire  ! ' 

Peasant  properties  in  Switzerland  require  more  time  or 
opportunity  to  examine  than  we  could  give  at  that  moment ; 
in  the  Pays  de  Yau.d,  however,  the  warmer  climate  which 
enables  the  grape  to  ripen,  makes  it  possible  for  a  larger 
number  of  persons  to  live  on  the  produce  of  the  land  than  in 
the  neighbouring  cantons.  The  change  on  crossing  the  dividing 
line  of  hills  into  Fribourg  and  the  country  round  Berne  is  ex- 
ceedingly striking.  It  has  the  grey  cold  look  of  a  northern 
land  compared  to  the  sunny  exposures  of  the  hills  striped  with 
yinej^ards  round  Lausanne  and  Yevej^.    Berne  itself  has  a 
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large,  and  not  very  tliriving,  population,  crowded  into  the 
picturesque  streets  on  the  steep  banks  of  the  river.  There  are 
no  manufactures  carried  on  in  the  town,  and  the  drain  into  it 
from  the  country  of  the  small  cultivators,  who  cannot  live  on 
their  plots,  and  come  in  to  try  and  better  themselves,  especially 
women,  but  find  no  work,  is  so  large  as  to  cause  some  difficulty. 
There  are  20  per  cent,  of  peasant  proprietors  among'the  uncerti- 
ficated bankrupts.  And  these  by  law  have  no  votes  (what  an  ex- 
cellent rule !)  There  is  now  an  effort  made  to  repeal  it  by  the 
newest  lights. 

At  a  pretty  little  campagne,  with  a  splendid  view  of  the 
Bernese  Alps  from  the  garden,  where  we  went  to  tea,  a  lady 
told  us  that  the  begging  began  as  early  as  seven  in  the  morn- 
ing, with  demands  for  breakfast,  for  bread,  for  line  aumone,  or 
for  clothes ;  the  bell  was  going  all  the  forenoon.  It  is  a  severe 
tax  on  the  charitable,  and  on  the  town  charities.  There  was 
some  excellent  painted  glass  dating  from  1490  in  the  house, 
but  shut  up  in  a  box  as  too  aristocratic,  and  some  good  pictures. 
The  old  government  of  Berne  may  have  been  unwise  in  some 
things,  but  art  flourished  under  it ;  the  present  regime  is  only 
active  in  destroying.  A  beautiful  old  ceiling  in  the  council 
hall  has  just  been  pulled  down  4n  order  to  heighten  it,'  and 
one  of  the  grand  old  towers  was  demolished  near  the  station 
*  because  it  took  up  too  much  room.' 

He  was  prevented  from  going  to  the  Semmenthal,  as  he 
had  intended,  which  is  said  to  be  the  most  prosperous  part  of 
Switzerland,  to  study  the  factories.  The  milk  is  brought,  as 
in  Derbyshire,  from  the  peasant  properties  and  farms  to  a 
central  depot,  where  it  is  made  into  butter,  and  the  *  Gruyere ' 
cheese,  which  is  known  and  eaten  all  over  the  world.  One  of 
our  party  who  went  there  describes  it  as  ^  the  vale  of  Ayles- 
bury of  Switzerland.'  It  is  a  wide  valley  open  to  the  sun, 
quite  unlike  the  narrow  gorges  so  common  there.  *  The  land  is 
very  rich,  and  the  pastures  beautiful ;  everything  seemed  pro- 
sperous and  flourishing ;  a  complete  contrast  to  the  poverty  and 
ill-conditioned  look  of  the  houses  and  people  of  the  Bhone 
valley  which  we  had  just  left.  The  chalets  are  beautiful  and 
clean  (a  very  rare  virtue  here),  with  pretty  rough  carving  some- 
times, or  quaint  mottoes  stretching  in  lines  under  the  windows, 
and  shelves  with  trailing  carnations  coming  out  of  queer  pottery 
jugs,  and  white  and  pink  oleanders,  or  flowering  pomegranates, 
strings  of  onions  hung  in  festoons  from  the  balconies,  and  great 
bunches  of  maize,  hemp,  and  flax  drying  under  the  deeply  prq- 
jecting  eaves,' 
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The  cows  were  well  cared  for,  and  of  a  special  breed 
giving  very  rich  milk.  Another  well-doing  district  is  the 
Engadine,  where  properties  are  not  so  subdivided  as  else- 
where ;  the  houses  are  large  and  good,  with  substantial  and 
handsome  furniture,  embroidered  bed-linen,  and  well-tended 
gardens.  (Flowers  are  a  useful  gauge  as  indicative  of  cultiva- 
tion and  leisure,  impossible  in  grinding  poverty.) 

The  conditions  required  for  the  success  of  peasant  pro- 
perties may  be  said  to  be — good  soil,  a  good  market,  thrift, 
and  intelligence.  It  can  hardly  be  expected  by  their  most 
fervent  apostles  that  these  can  be  very  generally  realised. 
The  actual  ownership  of  the  soil  seems  to  be  the  least  im- 
portant factor  in  the  result,  and  in  Switzerland  the  extremes 
of  misery  and  property  are  seen  side  by  side  in  adjacent  cantons. 
In  the  Yalais,  where  each  man  has  his  own  house  and  land, 
who  is  thrifty  and  industrious,  and  has  a  certain  amount  of 
tourist  market  for  his  produce,  and  the  soil  is  not  bad,  while  the 
the  misery  and  squalor  are  painfully  evident  to  the  most  cur- 
sory observer. 

The  houses  are  overcrowded,  whole  families  occupying  one 
room  over  the  cow-stable,  and  breathing  the  fumes;  the  tiny 
square  double  windows  are  seldom  opened,  so  that  the  utter 
want  of  ventilation  at  night  neutralises  the  good  of  the  pure 
air  of  the  mountains.  Women  and  children  suffer  from  chronic 
indigestion,  owing  to  bad  and  insufficient  food ;  inflamed  eyes 
and  deformed  children  abound. 

As  we  went  up,  a  girl  with  a  goitre  pressing  on  her  wind- 
pipe, who  could  hardly  breathe,  came  panting  after  us  for  a 
sou  ;  the  saddest  object  one  could  imagine,  very  ugly,  almost 
imbecile.  We  heard  of  three  deaf  and  dumb  children  in  one 
family.  An  Englishman  living  in  summer  amongst  them  goes 
on  with  his  ministry  of  love  towards  beings  the  least  interesting 
and  the  most  degraded  that  one  could  see. 

In  the  prosperous  districts  there  was  always  a  second 
occupation  for  the  men  to  live  upon,  as  guides,  wood-carvers, 
or  carpenters,  and  almost  every  one  has  a  horse  and  cart  of 
some  kind  for  the  flood  of  tourists  to  drive  or  ride,  and  to 
carry  luggage  ;  but  these  are  resources  dependent  on  the  stream 
of  sight- seers  that  overflows  Switzerland  from  all  parts  of  the 
world  during  the  summer  months,  and  cannot  enter  into  the 
calculations  of  a  normal  state  of  small  owners  in  England  or 
elsewhere. 

We  journeyed  on  to  Baden-Baden  to  visit  a  very  kind 
friend.    The  fine  old  Schloss  is  built  on  the  heights  crowned 
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with  pines,  and  looks  clown  on  the  gay  little  town  nestling  in 
its  narrow  valley.  We  drove  up  the  many  zigzags  of  road  over 
a  drawbridge  and  into  a  courtyard,  round  which  it  is  built, 
and  were  taken  into  a  little  suite  of  rooms  with  deep  recessed 
windows  broken  through  the  old  walls  fifteen  feet  thick,  very 
cheerful  and  homelike,  and  with  a  beautiful  look-out.  The 
three-cornered  terraces  below,  cut  out  of  the  live  rock  sheer 
down  are  very  striking,  the  top  of  the  church  spire  at  the  foot 
just  reaching  to  the  balustrade  of  the  lowest  terrace. 

We  were  asked  to  come  and  dine  to  meet  the  three  genera- 
tions, for  the  Emperor  and  Empress  were  staying  at  Baden. 
H  went,  but  I  was  too  unwell  to  join. 

The  brilliant  autumn  tints  of  the  trees,  American  maples, 
azaleas  and  red  cherries,  contrasted  with  the  dark  firs  higher 
up  the  hills,  made  the  little  valley  very  lovely ;  but  so  late  in 
the  season  it  was  growing  damp. 

We  heard  much  of  the  marriage  of  the  young  Princess 
Victoria,  whom  we  had  known  at  Mainau,  and  the  Crown 
Prince  of  Sweden,  in  which  the  country  had  taken  a  warm 
interest— while  in  her  new  home  she  was  welcomed  with  much 
affection  as  a  descendant  through  her  grandmother  of  the  old 
line  of  the  Vasas.  The  marriage  had  been  one  entirely  of 
affection,  indeed  a  Capulet  and  Montagu  reconciliation  of 
families,  for  the  Crown  Prince  was  of  course  a  Bernadotte. 
It  promised  every  happiness,  but  Sweden  is  a  long  way  off 
from  Baden. 

We  heard  much  again  of  the  organisation  of  the  charitable 

institutions  so  admirably  carried  out,  several  of  which  H  

visited. 

It  was  sad  to  see  the  injuries  which  two  severe  winters 
had  inflicted  on  the  lines  of  pear,  apple,  and  plum  trees  which 
border  the  little  fields  in  Baden-Baden.  Thousands  of  them 
had  been  destroyed,  and  as  the  peasant  proprietors  greatly 
depend  upon  their  produce,  they  had  had  of  late  a  hard 
struggle  to  live.  The  debts  and  mortgages  are  extremely 
heavy  on  the  small  plots  in  these  parts.  In  the  neighbour- 
hood of  Heidelberg  5  per  cent,  was  often  paid  for  three  months,  ^ 
to  enable  the  owners  to  tide  over  the  time  till  the  potatoes 
were  ready  or  the  grapes  ripe.  *  There  is  not  a  peasant  about 
here  out  of  debt,'  said  one  authority.  It  was  always  the  same 
story. 

We  re-entered  what  had  been  France  at  Strasburg;  there 
is  much  stir  of  business  about  the  place,  and  a  prosperous  look, 
although  the  streets  were  full  of  German  soldiers.  It  wa?  after 
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all  essentially  a  German  town,  in  its  modes  of  life  as  well  as 
its  language,  and  retained  its  characteristics  even  under  the 
long  French  occupation.  *  Sale  comme  un  Frangais '  was  one 
of  the  proverbs  which  survived  among  the  people,  and  they 
were  proud  of  being  German  ;  now  their  patriotism  of  course 
takes  the  reverse  line.  The  country  people  in  Alsace  have 
been  dealt  with  very  gently  by  their  new  masters,  but  the 
higher  class  have  been  forced  either  to  give  up  their  old 
nationality  or  to  migrate,  in  a  way  which  seems  unnecessarily 
harsh,  and  has  created  a  very  bitter  feeling  amongst  them 
against  the  conqueror. 

The  Cathedral  looked  empty  and  cold.  Except  on  Sunday, 
and  with  a  crowd  of  worshippers,  the  long  bare  nave  of  many 
a  Catholic  church  is  even  more  unfurnished  than  some  of  our 
English  cathedrals,  cut  short,  as  some  people  think  objection  - 
ably, by  the  organ  and  the  choir  seats,  but  at  all  events 
occupied. 

The  line  of  railroad  to  Metz  runs  for  some  distance  through 
the  pretty  valleys  of  the  Yosges,  with  much  wild  land  on  both 
sides,  and  through  one  of  the  two  most  important  forests  of 
France,  which  supply  the  country  with  timber  and  firewood  ; 
the  villages  are  very  scattered,  and  there  is  little  cultivation 
except  around  here. 

During  a  long  dark  journey  in  company  with  several  German 
officers,  they  gave  a  very  interesting  account  of  the  Etaj)pen 
system  to  H  ,  and  of  the  perfection  of  their  military  train- 
ing. '  The  captain  of  a  company  is  responsible  for  everything 
connected  with  it ;  he  is  their  musketry  instructor,  on  him 
devolves  all  care  for  their  intellectual  training,  that  their 
accoutrements,  arms,  and  clothes  are  properly  made,  and  of 
course  for  their  drill.  He  does  all  which  the  major,  adjutant, 
and  sergeant-major  do  in  our  service,  and  a  great  deal  more.' 
The  effect  is  admirable  ;  '  it  establishes  a  bond  between  the 
officer  commanding  a  company  and  his  men  which  is  too  often 
wanting  with  us,  and  renders  the  whole  a  perfectly  homogeneous 
body  of  men,  able  to  rely  on  each  other,  and  having  entire  con- 
fidence in  their  officers — a  most  powerful  weapon  of  defence.' 
The  staff"  consists  entirely  of  highly  educated  officers,  who  have 
shown  ability  for  its  duties  ;  and  are  selected  entirely  by 
merit. 

Metz  is  a  considerable  town,  with  narrow  streets  and  high 
houses,  among  which  are  many  old  hdtels,  entre  cour  et  jardin, 
inhabited  before  the  war  by  old  French  families,  who  have 
now  all  migrated,    A  French  country  town      alwaj^s  a  verj 
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dead-alive  place,  unless  where  some  special  manufacture  is 
carried  on  there.  But,  although  it  may  hardly  have  been  more 
lively  of  old,  yet  the  constant  feeling  of  being  under  the  iron 
heel  of  the  conqueror  must  now  be  extremely  trying.  It  has 
become  a  garrison  pure  and  simple  ;  troops  of  soldiers  in  full 
uniform,  with  their  arms  by  their  sides,  were  passing  in  every 
street,  soldiers  were  drilling  on  the  esplanade,  exercising  on 
the  ground  just  outside  the  town,  practising  at  targets,  fifty  or 
more  of  which  at  different  ranges  stand  against  the  hill.  The 
triple  girdle  of  earthworks  and  ditches  makes  it  one  of  the 
most  impregnable  of  fortresses,  and  the  utmost  military  pre- 
cautions are  always  enforced.  No  one  is  allowed  to  see  the 
fortifications  on  the  hills,  except  with  an  order  from  the 
Minister  of  War  at  Berlin. 

M.  Mohl  once  told  us  that  he  had  heard  from  Count 
Moltke  how  many  years  before  as  a  young  man  he  had  gone  to 
Metz  in  order  to  make  plans  and  sketches  of  the  forts  for  prac- 
tice. The  General  Commandant  was  warned  what  he  was 
doing,  and  answered  *  Laissez-le  faire  ;  je  le  connais,  c'est 
seulement  le  petit  Moltke.^  When  the  siege  took  place  in 
1870  these  very  plans  were  used,  and  were  found  to  be  correct 
in  every  point,  except  that  the  range  of  heavy  ordnance  had 
increased  in  the  proportion  of  two  to  five  or  six  miles  during 
the  interval,  which  had  to  be  allowed  for.  The  low  hills  round 
the  town  are  now  all  covered  by  forts,  one  of  which  in  the 
direction  of  Gravelotte  dominates  not  only  the  city,  but  the 
country  on  every  side,  and  is  garrisoned  by  several  thousand 
men.  This  position  the  French,  strangely  enough,  had  omitted 
to  fortify.  The  town  is  entirely  commanded  from  it,  and  could 
not  now  hold  out  a  day.    Looking  from  hence  over  the  wide 

bare  country  H  was  shown  a  valley  to  the  west,  where  a 

large  body  of  the  enemy  could  have  been  concealed  ;  the  hill 
above  had  accordingly  been  scarped,  and  the  low  ground  filled 
up,  which  renders  that  windy  fortress  now  secure  on  the  only 
side  where  it  could  have  been  attacked.  The  Germans  do  not 
do  their  work  by  halves. 

H  then  drove  with  his  military  companion  over  the 

battle-fields  ;  the  country  is  covered  with  crosses  and  little 
monuments  of  dead  soldiers,  who  were  buried  where  they  fell. 
The  amount  of  fighting  to  the  west  and  south  was  tremendous ; 
every  inch  had  been  contested,  and  the  value  of  hedges,  banks, 
and  ditches  to  the  fields  was  evidently  most  important  for  the 
defence.  The  Germans  acknowledged  that  their  difficulties 
were  greatly  increased  wherever  these  existed.    At  Gravelotte^ 
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a  v/retclied  village,  where  the  great  battle  took  place  in  '70, 

H  saw  the  quarries  in  which  the  French  had  invented  a 

victory  to  comfort  themselves  for  the  dismal  realities  of  defeat* 
Sixty  thousand  Prussians,  a  whole  corps  d'armee,  they  declared, 
had  been  decoyed  into  the  quarries,  where  they  were  massacred 
by  the  French  troops  firing  in  on  them,  and  the  peasants  throw- 
ing down  stones  !  There  had  not  been  even  a  pebble  of  truth 
at  the  centre  of  the  great  lie,  but  the  scene  had  been  painted 
for  a  broadside  in  red,  blue,  and  yellow,  and  gave  so  much 
satisfaction  that  General  Cox  saw  a  copy  of  it  still  stuck  up  at 
Amiens  when  the  German  troops  marched  through  the  town 
eight  months  after,  on  their  way  to  the  siege  of  Paris. 

General  W  declared  that  he  did  not  believe  in  Bazaine's 

treachery  ;  it  was  certainly  not  true  that  he  had  been  bought 
by  Germany,  or  that  he  was  acting  in  the  Prussian  interest. 
He  probably  believed  it  to  be  best  for  the  Emperor  Napoleon 
that  a  great  army  should  be  preserved  intact,  to  act  later  in 
favour  of  the  dynasty,  little  dreaming  of  such  a  possibility  as 
the  capitulation  of  Sedan.  At  one  moment,  no  doubt,  the 
fortunes  of  the  war  lay  in  his  hands  ;  he  had  120,000  men  in 
Metz,  and  might  have  left  half  to  guard  the  town,  while  with 
60,000  more  he  could  have  taken  the  Germans  in  flank  as  they 
were  marching  on  Sedan,  the  consequences  of  which  might 

have  been  most  serious  to  them.    H  drove  down  a  wide 

chaiissee,  with  a  space  of  a  couple  of  hundred  yards  on  each 
side  cleared  of  wood,  along  which  Bazaine  might  have  marched 
with  no  sort  of  danger,  until  he  came  up  with  the  enemy. 
That  the  French  on  the  whole  fought  well,  but  that  the 
manner  in  which  they  were  commanded  could  only  be  called 
dismal,  was  the  general  German  verdict.  A  young  aide-de- 
camp whose  family  we  know  had  ridden  out  Avith  another 
Uhlan  to  reconnoitre  not  far  from  Metz  in  the  direction  of  the 
French  army.  Suddenly  he  came  upon  an  empty  camp,  out  of 
which  the  troops  had  evidently  only  just  marched.  He  re- 
turned in  haste  with  his  news  to  Count  Moltke.  The  old 
General  would  not  at  first  believe  the  account.  It  was  quite 
impossible,  he  said,  that  any  commander  could  make  such  a 
gross  blunder  as  was  this  move  under  the  circumstances. 
When  at  last  he  had  satisfied  himself  that  the  report  was 
correct,  '  Then  we  have  them,'  he  said  qaietly,  and  a  crushing 
defeat  ensued. 

We  walked  through  the  narrow  streets  of  the  town,  which 
were  almost  empty.  A  block  between  two  women  pushing 
hand-barrows  and  an  artillery  tumbril,  or  army  provision  cart, 
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was  pretty  nearly  all  the  motion  to  be  seen.  There  was  some 
beautiful  modern  carving  in  the  windows  of  a  shop  into  which 
we  went  ;  the  owner  told  us  that  the  bonnes  families  were  all 
gone,  and  the  Germans  were  birds  of  passage  who  bought 
nothing,  while  the  country  houses  outside  the  town  were  all 
shut  up  or  sold.  '  Peasant  proprietors '  and  shopkeepers  do 
not  buy  works  of  art,  and  he  would  be  starved  but  that  in  the 
Luxembourg  there  were  still  some  rich  people,  and  he  had  a 
trade  avec  Vetranger, 

In  another  shop  the  master  told  us  that  he  had  considered 
the  question  of  going  away,  but  the  people  who  had  migrated 
were  not  hien  recus  at  all  in  the  rest  of  France.  Nobody 
wanted  them  !  and  this  would  not  suit  him.  How  could  he 
get  up  a  new  trade  in  a  new  place  ?  It  was  hard  enough  in 
the  old  one.  So  he  had  made  up  his  mind  to  stop  where  he 
was. 

Barbarous  old  customs  linger  in  such  out-of-the-way  towns. 
A  military  surgeon  had  died  that  morning  of  heart  complaint, 
and  it  was  necessary  for  the  poor  wife  to  '  sit  up '  in  state  to 
receive  all  the  friends  and  acquaintances  who  chose  to  come 
and  see  the  body  ;  the  number  was  in  proportion  to  the  popu- 
larity of  the  dead  man,  and  a  crowd  was  therefore  honourable. 
In  this  instance  the  house  was  overflowing,  and  our  friends 
told  us  that  the  family  looked  quite  stupefied  with  the  crush 
and  buzz  in  the  midst  of  iheir  grief. 

A  gvedut  fonction  was  about  to  take  place  for  the  opening  of 
a  Protestant  Church  with  a  spire  and  bells,  neither  of  which 
had  ever  been  allowed  by  the  priests  in  France  to  a  '  Temple,' 
and  they  were  therefore  a  matter  of  much  pride.  The  build- 
ing had  been  long  in  hand,  for  the  Prussian  Minister  grudged 
the  funds  necessary  to  finish  it.  At  last  the  Emperor  was 
appealed  to,  and,  said  the  legend,  *  he  replied,  "  Ich  will  es," 
and  so  it  was  done  directly  ; '  the  idea  of  paternal  government 
certainly  in  perfection  ! 

The  peasant  proprietors  of  the  district,  we  were  told  by  the 
Germans,  are  extremely  poor.  French  Lorraine  indeed,  within 
five  miles,  is  one  of  the  districts  where  land  is  extremely  sub- 
divided, and  has  gone  down  in  value  40  per  cent.,  according  to 
the  report  of  the  *  Societe  des  Agriculteurs  de  France,'  lately 
published.  In  the  rest  of  the  corn-growing  districts  of  France 
it  has  sunk  from  20  to  33  per  cent,  during  the  last  few  years. 

General  W  had  been  extremely  struck  during  the  war 

by  the  conduct  of  the  lower-class  Frenchwomen.  They  were 
quite  as  patriotic  as  their  husbands,  and  much  more  capable 
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tod  intelligent.  The  sense  and  dignity  of  their  conduct  in  the 
many  difficult  questions  that  naturally  arose  between  the 
Germans  and  the  conquered  people  were  very  remarkable. 
*  The  grey  mare '  is  very  decidedly  *  the  better  horse  '  in  north- 
eastern France. 

There  is  a  change  for  the  better  in  the  French  railroad 
arrangements;  travellers  are  no  longer  boxed  up  in  the 
wretched  pens  where  they  used  to  be  suffocated  ;  but  still  the 
doors  are  only  open  at  a  certain  moment,  and  an  ordonnance 
was  posted  up  at  all  the  stations,  saying  that  *  vu  les  grands 
dangers '  that  are  run  by  getting  in  and  out  of  carriages,  now 
that  travellers  are  allowed  to  go  on  the  platforms,  they  are 
ordered  to  take  *  les  plus  grandes  precautions '  not  to  be  killed  ! 
the  sort  of  admonition  that  would  be  addressed  to  an  English 
boy  of  ten  years  old  travelling  for  the  first  time  by  rail.  There 
is  a  curious  union  in  France  of  the  utmost  license  in  some 
matters,  an  intolerance  of  any  government  that  does  not  suit 
their  humour  at  the  moment,  combined  with  a  patient  sub- 
mission to  its  paternal  interference  in  matters  with  which  we 
think  that  it  has  nothing  whatever  to  do. 

The  railway  passes  through  low  pleasant  hills,  with  many 
vineyards  bristling  over  them,  crosses  the  Moselle,  and  up  an 
extremely  pretty  valley,  with  wild  picturesque  forest  land  on 
both  sides.  This  is  the  second  of  the  deux  nobles  futaies, 
which  supply  the  chief  part  of  the  timber  of  France,  and  are 
still  possessed  by  great  proprietors.  M.  Le  Play,  in  his  *  Re- 
forme  Sociale,'  shows  how  it  is  only  by  their  means,  or  by  the 
State,  that  forests  can  be  preserved  at  all.  The  time  that  is 
required  to  grow  large  trees,  la  revolution  de  la  foret,  as  it  is 
called,  is  beyond  the  life  of  a  single  man,  it  is  calculated  at  120 
years  both  in  Germany  and  France.^  A  proprietor  who  has  an 
interest  in  future  generations,  and  can  afford  to  wait,  is  content 
with  the  smaller  revenue  to  be  obtained  from  forests  treated  in 
the  systematic  manner  necessary,  each  portion  being  set  aside 
to  be  cut  in  its  turn  as  it  becomes  ready  for  the  axe.  Peasant 
proprietors,  of  course,  strip  the  land  and  attempt  to  cultivate 
it,  even  when  only  fit  for  trees  ;  they  cannot  live  except  by 
produce  which  brings  in  a  yearly  income.  What  Le  Play  calls 
^famille  instable^  who,  although  rich,  treat  the  question  only 
commercially,  will  buy  and  cut  down  a  whole  forest,  by  which 

1  The  custom  of  forest  culture  is  rather  different  in  England.  Here  such 
large  trees  as  have  reached  their  full  growth  are  cut  with  the  underwood  every 
fifteen  or  twenty  years,  and  the  rest  suffered  to  grow  till  they  also  are  fit  for 
timber.   The  ground  is  cleared  in  Germany. 
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a  large  immediate  profit  is  realised  ;  but  the  hill-sides  on  which 
the  trees  here  grow,  produced  when  cleared  only  a  very  poor 
pasturage,  at  a  very  low  rent,  often  2^  francs  per  hectare,  in 
the  place  of  nearly  20,  which  is  calculated  for  the  receipts  on 
wood,  after  all  expenses  are  paid.  '  While  the  destruction  of 
the  mountain  forests  is  a  vrai  desastre  for  the  nation  ;  the  loss 
of  the  supply  of  timber,  the  deterioration  of  the  climate,  which 
alternates  between  too  great  dryness  and  devastating  torrents 
after  heavy  rains,  the  stripping  of  soil  which  leaves  only  bare 
rocks  and  dry  ravines  in  the  place  of  sheltered  meadows  with 
streams  and  fountains,  has  done  incalculable  harm  to  society, 
both  in  France  and  Italy/ 

The  question  of  the  supply  of  timber  for  the  future  is  all 
over  the  world  becoming  very  serious  ;  the  sources  are  gradu- 
ally exhausted,  while  scarcely  anything  is  done  to  repair  the 
waste,  except  by  England  and  in  parts  of  Germany.  In  India, 
the  small  cultivators  cut  down  the  trees  wherever  they  can, 
and  of  course  never  plant ;  and  the  destruction  of  the  forests 
has  greatly  injured  the  rainfall,  dew  moisture,  and  supply  of 
wood  in  the  country,  while  the  peasants  are  burning  the  manure 
of  their  cattle  for  lack  of  better  fuel,  instead  of  putting  it  on 
the  land.  Government  has  now  been  obliged  to  interfere  both 
for  the  protection  of  the  forests  which  remain  and  to  plant 
fresh  trees.  In  America,  along  the  whole  line  where  cultiva- 
tion encroaches  on  the  backwoods,  the  trees  are  recklessly  de- 
stroyed, even  burnt  down,  accidentally  or  purposely,  and  no 
steps  are  taken  to  ensure  future  supplies  of  timber  in  place  of 
that  which  is  so  rapidly  disappearing.  What  is  sent  to  Europe 
comes  every  year  from  a  greater  distance  inland. 

It  has  lately  been  proposed  to  utilise  the  enormous  tracts 
of  waste  mountain  and  bog  in  Ireland,  which  will  not  pay  for 
ordinary  cultivation,  by  planting  it.  It  seems  to  be  forgotten 
that  this  is  a  most  expensive  work  ;  about  8^.  per  acre  is  a  low 
estimate  for  the  first  process,  while  hardly  any  profit  can  be 
obtained  for  fifteen  or  twenty  years.  Peasant  proprietors 
cannot  and  will  not  plant ;  it  cannot  be  expected  of  them  ; 
it  can  be  done  only  by  men  with  money,  who  are  interested 
personally  through  their  heirs  in  the  future  produce  of  the 
country. 

The  line  presently  passed  into  the  ugly  Champagne  country, 
with  a  large  district  of  marshy  copse  intermixed  with  wet 
pasture  land,  and  here  and  there  an  occasional  herd  of  cattle, 
made  up,  we  were  told,  of  cows  belonging  to  separate  owners. 
The  soil  is  exceedingly  poor  and  the  population  vei'y  scanty, 
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the  villages  lay  far  apart,  and  little  pieces  of  corn  and  veget- 
able gardens  in  their  immediate  vicinity  were  the  only  culti- 
vation to  be  seen.  Much  of  the  undrained  country — half 
scrubby  wood,  half  covered  with  wretched  grass— belonged  to 
the  communes,  who  cut  every  year,  and  cannot  afford  the 
time  necessary  to  let  large  trees  grow. 

At  last  low  chalk  hills  began  to  appear  on  each  side  the 
valley,  scored  and  seamed  with  lines  of  vineyard,  where  the 
champagne  which  supplies  the  universe  at  large  is  produced. 
How  little  that  is  called  by  that  magical  name  however  really 
comes  from  its  legitimate  home  may  be  guessed,  when  we  were 
told  that  the  finest  '  river  wines '  ^  only  occupy  an  extent  of 
six  leagues,  and  the  *  mountain  wines '  not  very  much  more 
than  double.  When  we  were  at  Marienbad  a  few  years  since, 
we  were  shown  the  place  where  the  sour  wine  of  the  country 
was,  with  great  mystery,  doctored  with  the  effervescing  water 
of  the  ^  Bad,'  and  dubbed  Champagne,  to  the  great  advantage 
of  the  mixers  ;  and  there  appears  to  be  every  variety  of 
manufacture  going  on,  both  in  France  and  out  of  it,  of  a  pro- 
duct whose  name  brings  in  so  large  a  harvest  to  the  fabricators 
of  the  compound. 

Paris  was  beginning  to  fill  again,  and  the  people  were  full 
of  anxiety  as  to  the  change  of  Ministry. 

Our  Orleanist  friends  complained  bitterly  that  the  party 
of  order  would  not  bestir  themselves  at  the  time  of  the  elec- 
tions, which  had  been  lost  in  the  department  where  lies  their 
country  home,  and  in  the  Paris  arroyidissement  where  they 
live,  by  150  and  148  votes  respectively,  when  both  might  have 
been  easily  won.  But  the  opposition  in  France — les  honnetes 
gens,  as  they  call  themselves — sit  still  and  complain,  and  wait 
for  another  revolution,  instead  of  attempting  the  gradual 
changes  brought  about  in  England,  when  each  party  in  turn 
knows  that  it  will  have  its  innings,  under  criticism,  but  miti- 
gated by  this  knowledge,  and  by  expectation  of  the  responsi- 
bilities of  coming  ofhce. 

Lanfrey,  '  un  republicain  tres  convaincu,'  finds  great  fault 
with  the  democracy  of  the  time  of  Louis  Philippe  ^  en  arborant 
le  drapeau  republicain,'  which  closed  the  door  on  gradual 
reforms.   '  Elle  rendit  impossible  T  avenem  ent  pacifique,  regulier, 

1  The  '  Veuve  Cliqiiot,'  the  largest  proprietor  here,  has  built  a  great  chateau 
near  the  railway.  Her  heiress  daughter  married  the  Due  de  Mortemart,  a 
case  of  what  the  impertinent  old  French  nobles  called  '  mettre  da  fumier  sur 
ses  terres ! ' 
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periodique,  de  cliaque  parti  au  gouvernement  du  pays,  qui  fait 
la  force  et  la  grandeur  de  TAngleterre.' 

The  petty  bribery  with  petty  places,  the  dependence  on 
Government,  the  intimidation  by  the  heads  of  departments, 
go  on  exactly  as  under  the  Empire.  Yotes  are  lost  because 
the  post  of  garde  champetre^  or  adjoint  to  the  maire,  was  to  be 
given  away,  and  a  brother  or  a  son,  or  even  le  cousin,  wanted 
it.  Political  arguments  availed  nothing  against  such  a  plea. 
Influence  is  as  unscrupulously  used  noAv  as  under  the  tyranny 
of  the  Emperor,  which  used  to  be  complained  of  so  bitterly. 

'  Influence,  however,  in  France,  both  public  and  private,  is 
depended  upon  for  all  purposes,  to  an  extent  which  seems 
extraordinary  to  us.  If  a  place  in  the  Institut  is  vacant,  the 
amount  of  solicitation  required,  the  social  engines  which  are 
set  in  motion  to  obtain  it,  are  unwearied.  The  way  in  which 
a  first  success  for  a  play  or  opera  is  secured  by  the  efforts  of 
private  friends  and  paid  claqueurs  was  not  pleasant  to  hear  of. 
The  tribunals  are  by  no  ways  exempt.  A  friend  of  our  own 
had  a  trial  concerning  some  property  going  on  in  the  Limousin, 
and  undertook  a  long  journey,  and  remained  several  days  in 
the  little  town  where  it  was  going  on  '  in  order  to  see  the  judge, 
and  expose  her  views  to  him.'  '  But  surely  he  will  not  see  you  ? ' 
said  we,  imbued  with  our  English  notions  of  the  inflexibility 
of  justice.  *  Not  see  me,  my  dear  ! '  she  answered,  angrily. 
*  Why,  he  would  be  very  much  shocked  if  I  did  not  appear, 
and  would  think  it  a  great  neglect  of  courtesy  on  my  part. 
C^est  Vusage  I ' 

Everyone  agreed  that  '  Society,'  in  the  old  sense  of  the 
word,  was  nearly  dying  out.  There  were  plenty  of  balls  and 
entertainments,  but  there  is  hardly  a  salon  left.  Nothing  like 
those  of  the  Duchesse  de  Broglie  and  Mme.  de  St.-Aulaire,  or 
of  Mme.  Becamier  and  Mme.  Mohl,  where  the  political  and 
social  notabilities  of  the  time,  the  literary  men,  artists,  philan- 
thropists, fair  women  and  clever  men  of  all  degrees  and  kinds, 
were  gathered  together — Guizot  and  Thiers,  Chateaubriand, 
De  Tocqueville,  Yillemain,  Lamartine,  Cuvier,  Cousin,  Ampere, 
Soult,  &c.  ISTow  those  who  desire  to  meet  the  political  men 
must  go  to  Government  houses  not  much  affected  by  '  Society,' 
while  the  literary  men  and  artists  are  to  be  found  chiefly  in 
salons  tant  soit  pen  Bohemiens. 

As  long  as  there  were  hopes  that  the  Elysee  would  work  in 
favour  of  Henri  Y.,  the  Faubourg  St. -Germain  went  to  the 
Marechale  Macmahon's  receptions ;  but  when  that  bubble 
burst,  through  th^  obstinate  folly  of  the  Comte  de  Ohamhord, 
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the  party  gave  up  attending  them.  Any  change  seems  possible 
in  France  ;^  the  success  or  not  of  any  party  is  a  mere  touch 
and  go  ;  and  we  heard  that  matters  had  gone  so  far  among  the 
Legitimists  for  the  return  of  Henri  Y.,  with  the  connivance,  at 
least,  of  the  Marechal,  that  the  carriages  had  all  been  prepared 
for  his  public  entry  into  Paris  ;  and  if  he  had  not  insisted  on 
keeping  his  white  flag,  and  had  shown  the  most  ordinary 
common  sense,  there  was  no  doubt  that  he  might  have  been 
placed  on  the  throne.  For  how  many  days  he  would  have  sat 
there  is  another  question. 

There  is  no  doubt,  too,  that  Thiers,  for  some  time  after  the 
fall  of  Louis  Napoleon,  considered  that  a  monarchy  was  the 
best  chance  of  a  stable  government  for  France.  He  called 
Gambetta  ce  foio  furieux^  and  spoke  seriously  of  the  return  of 
the  Orleans  family  as  what  he  desired  ;  l3ut  his  head  was 
turned  by  his  own  position  as  a  virtual  sovereign.  *  Ce  petit 
saute-ruisseau, '  as  he  was  called  derisively,  when  first  he  came 
to  Paris  from  Marseilles,  as  a  newspaper  hack,  soon  dropped 
the  idea  ;  for  though  so  good  and  clever  a  family  is  hardly  to 
be  met  with  in  or  out  of  France,  they  have  ^  no  initiative,'  and 
France  requires  more  dash,  and  does  not  care  for  such  quiet 
respectable  folk.  Moreover,  they  put  themselves  into  a  cleft 
stick  by  the  acceptance  of  the  fusion,  and  the  religious  question 
is  against  them.  France  now  insists  on  education  being  free 
from  the  priests.  The  Comte  de  Paris  and  his  brother  are 
sincere  Catholics,  and  it  is  feared  that  they  might  try  to  restore 
the  supremacy  of  the  Church,  to  which  France  will  not 
submit. 

Religion  is  just  now  used  as  a  stalking-horse  by  all  sides; 
but  there  is  good  work  going  on  quietly  in  many  places — not 
in  the  direction  of  conversion  to  Protestantism,  of  which  there 
is  very  little  chance — but  in  greater  though tfulness  on  religious 
matters,  as  opposed  to  unbelief  on  one  side  and  clericalism  on 
the  other. 

At  Paris,  however,  *  it  must  not  be  ignored  that  irreligion 
makes  increasing  progress  among  the  people.'  M.  d'Hausson- 
ville's  striking  words  must  be  given  in  French  :  'Peu  a  peu  la 
religion  catholique  a  perdu  I'influence  qu'elle  exergait  sur  la 
masse,  et  .  .  .  .  le  peuple  parisien  a  passe  vis-a-vis  d'elle  de 

1  *  Les  choses  les  plus  absurdes  sont  toujours  celles  ici  qui  ont  le  plus  de 
chance  de  se  realiser  ;  il  y  a  sur  le  pave  de  Paris  50,000  betes  brutes,  menees 
par  quelques  douzaines  de  fous/  says  Lanfrey  in  1869.  'Le  manifeste  du  Sieur 
Gambetta  m'a  semble  une  production  extremement  bouffonne,'  he  goes  od, 
irreverently  to  *  ce  tribun,'  as  he  calls  him, 
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rattachement  a  rindifFerence,  et  de  I'mdifference  a  Thostilite 
declaree  dont  nous  sommes  aujourd'hui  temoins.'  He  goes  on 
to  say,  that  what  remains  is  a  vague  belief  in  '  la  religion  du 
progres/  a  confused  hope  in  a  general  improvement  of  man- 
kind, physical  and  mental,  a  sort  of  mystic  idea  of  a  millennium 
in  fact,  such  as  existed  in  the  early  centuries.  And  their 
orators  talk  of  Evolution  and  Revolution,  meaning  thereby 
either  a  slow  progress,  or  the  employment  of  violent  means  to 
bring  about  this  dim  future. 

An  excellent  man,  who  had  long  been  working  at  Lyons, 
told  us  that  the  ignorance  of  the  workmen  there  was  incredible. 
They  had  been  left  by  the  priests  untaught  on  the  most 
ordinary  religious  questions,  and  by  the  State,  as  to  all  secular 
knowledge.  He  talked  to  them  at  night  in  as  amusing  a 
manner  as  possible,  or  he  would  get  no  listeners,  as  nobody 
would  ever  go  to  a  '  serious  '  discourse. 

The  suppression  of  the  schools  under  the  religious  orders 
has  been  a  mere  farce  ;  they  have  everywhere  been  re-opened 
under  lay  names,  and  everything  goes  on  in  them  as  before, 
whether  for  good  or  evil.  The  Government  schools  teach  no 
religion ;  indeed,  they  are  not  merely  negative,  but  teach 
irreligion,  as  was  told  us  by  impartial  Protestant  witnesses; 
and  the  new  Minister  of  Public  Worship  openly  announces 
that  he  believes  in  nothing,  and  that  *  his  mission  is  one  of 
antagonism '  to  the  Church  which  he  is  called  upon  to  govern. 
Intolerance  is  almost  as  great  among  the  unbelievers  in  France 
as  it  ever  was  under  orthodox  governments.    '  When  we  had 

liberty  under  Louis  Philippe,'  said  M  ,  '  we  could  do  many 

things  ;  now  we  have  a  republic,  it  is  true,  but  no  liberty.' 

The  instability  of  everything  social  and  political — ^  le 
provisoire  perpetuel '  it  has  been  called — is  a  terror  to  quiet 

folk.    *  So  you  have  another  change  of  Ministry,'  said  H  

to  the  owner  of  a  shop  in  the  Palais  Poyal.  'Yes,'  he 
answered,  ruefully,  ^  personne  ne  salt  oil  nous  allons,  one  up, 
the  dther  down  ;  none  can  say  what  will  become  of  us  next.' 
It  reminded  one  of  De  Tocqueville's  melancholy  letters  to 
De  Beaumont  concerning  '  les  institutions  constitutionnelles : ' 
'  le  pays  les  verra-t-il  durer,  elles  ou  tout  autres  ?  C'est  du 
sable,  et  il  ne  faut  pas  demander  s'il  restera  fixe,  mais  quels 
vents  le  remueront.' 

A  discussion  was  going  on  in  the  French  papers  as  to  the 
great  increase  of  suicides  in  the  last  fifty  years.  *  While  the 
population  is  stationary,  if  not  diminishing  in  France,  the 
proportion  has  risen  from  one  in  9,833  in  1827,  to  one  in 
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5,161  in  1879.'  *  It  is  the  uncertainty  of  the  political  future, 
the  sudden  gains  and  losses  of  industrial  life,  and  the  alter- 
nations of  poverty  and  wealth,  brought  on  by  revolutions, 
wars,  and  sieges,  which  are  answerable  for  this  increase.'  As 
with  French  newspapers  in  general,  the  question  was  regarded 
only  as  concerned  their  own  country,  and  their  statistics  were 
not  compared  with  those  of  other  nations.  A  list,  however, 
lately  published  in  England,  shows  the  average  of  suicides  in 
all  the  great  towns  of  Europe  during  the  last  few  years. 
London,  where  it  is  the  popular  opinion  that  the  fogs  make  us 
cut  our  throats,  drown  and  hang  ourselves  to  a  fearful  extent, 
stands  far  the  best ;  the  proportion,  indeed,  is  extraordinarily 
below  the  rest — 85  per  million  ;  Paris,  200  ;  Berlin,  289  ; 
Vienna,  285  ;  and  Leipsic  the  bookselling,  higher  than  all. 
(Why  is  the  publishing  of  books  so  productive  of  mischief  ?) 

That  the  situation  of  the  artisan  in  Paris  is  most  unsatis- 
factory at  present  is  evident  from  the  numerous  papers  on  the 
subject  given  of  late  in  the  '  E^evue  des  Deux-Mondes.'  The 
misery  and  overcrowding  and  drunkenness  of  the  workmen, 
the  wretched  cafes  or  rather  cabarets-concerts,  where  every 
species  of  abomination  is  sung  and  listened  to  with  *  des  tr6- 
pignements '  of  applause,  the  general  state  of  *  les  mceurs ' 
described  in  the  articles  upon  '  La  misere  a  Paris,'  by  M.  O. 
d'Haussonville,  are  dismal.  With  regard  to  drink  he  gives  an 
account  of  a  curious  book  written  by  an  ancien  ouvrier  on  '  les 
moeurs  des  travailleurs  Parisiens,'  particularly  those  of  the 
railroads,  to  which  class  the  author  himself  belonged.  He 
divides  them  into  two  categories — the  workmen  and  the 
Sublimes.  The  first  work  more  than  they  drink — these  he 
puts  at  40  per  cent.  The  second  drink  oftener  than  they 
work — these  are  60  per  cent.  But  as  there  are  only  about  10 
per  cent,  of  the  first  class  who  are  really  quite  sober,  la 
clientele  du  cabaret  must  be  taken  at  90  per  cent. 

M.  O.  d'Haussonville  describes  the  cabinet  meuble,  where  a 
man,  his  wife,  and  two  or  three  children  live  in  ten  or  twelve 
cubic  feet  of  air,  often  underground,  and  with  only  a  borrowed 
light  through  the  door — the  chambree,  a  filthy  lodging,  where 
fifteen  or  twenty  beds  are  crowded  without  the  commonest 
sanitary  precautions.  Those,  technically  called  les  miser ables, 
have  generally  only  one  shirt,  and  in  order  not  to  wear  it  out, 
they  sleep  summer  and  winter  comfpletement  mis. 

The  Parisian  philanthropists  speak  of  London,  indeed,  as 
far  ahead  of  them  in  decency  and  in  sanitary  respects.  It  is 
supposed  that  the  want  of  freeholds,  of  power  over  the  land,  is 
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the  great  cause  of  the  bad  accommodation  for  the  poor  in 
London.  In  spite  of  the  subdivision  of  property,  the  partage 
force,  and  the  interference  with  la  liherte  testamentaire,  the  lodg- 
ings for  the  working  classes  are  more  overcrowded  and  wretched 
in  Paris,  and  the  rents  higher.  It  is  most  rare  at  Paris 
for  anyone  to  own  more  than  one  house,  and  if  this  does  happen 
the  others  will  be  in  different  parts  of  the  town  far  apart.  It 
is  evidently  a  far  deeper  question  than  can  be  reached  by  any 
mere  legal  arrangements,  and  requires  a  moral  solution  to 
raise  the  standard  of  civilization,  to  create  the  demand  for 
better  quarters  among  the  people  and  enforce  the  supply  of 
them. 

The  effect  of  the  partage  force,  says  Le  Play,  is  bad  all 
round  :  it  prevents  improvement  of  the  land,  as  the  large  pro- 
prietor is  afraid  to  spend  on  what  may  be  sold  at  his  death  ; 
*  il  detruit  les  petits  domaines  agglomeres  a  families  f econdes,  il 
les  remplace  par  domaines  morceles,  ou  la  fecondite  conduit 
fatalement  au  pauperisme,  et  ou  le  bien-etre  des  individus  se 
fonde  sur  la  sterilite  du  mariage  et  sur  Tegoisme.'  He  de- 
clares that  *  the  disorganisation  in  France  of  manufacturing- 
industry  is  owing,  in  great  part,  to  the  breaking  up  of  esta- 
blishments by  our  laws  of  succession — a  father  cannot  leave  his 
mill  to  a  son  capable  of  continuing  his  work.  France  has  not 
taken  the  place  in  commerce  to  which  her  geographical  position 
entitles  her  because  our  law  of  division  entirely  prevents  the 
foundation  of  those  powerful  houses  of  commerce  which  are  one 
of  the  essential  elements  of  the  prosperity  of  a  nation.'  '  Une 
reunion  de  130  notables,  appartenant  a  toutes  les  branches  du 
haut  commerce  et  des  manufactures  de  Paris,  a  reclame  la 
liberte  testamentaire '  in  a  petition  presented  to  the  Senate  in 
1866.  But  this  is  too  great  a  subject  to  enter  upon  at  the  end 
of  a  paper. 

We  walked  up  the  arcades  of  the  Pue  de  Pivoli  to  look  for 
a  wedding  present.  The  enormous  number  of  shops  for  the  sale 
of  brimborions,  absurdities  of  all  kinds,  bad  photographs  and 
toys,  utterly  useless,  and  not  even  pretty,  is  more  remarkable 
than  ever.  Are  they  put  together  for  foreigners,  or  to  satisfy 
the  native  burdensome  tax  exacted  for  New  Year  and  fete-day 
gifts  1  Money  is  more  absolutely  wasted  in  buying  them  than 
if  it  were  buried  ;  for  to  be  broken  and  thrown  away  would  be 
the  best  destination  of  most  of  the  objets  that  fill  the  long  rows 
of  shop  windows  in  that  quarter. 

The  hotel  was  very  full,  and  we  were  put  in  what  had 
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been  a  private  house  opening  out  of  it,  which  gave  a  curious 
little  glimpse  into  popular  taste.  A  pretty  little  well  fur- 
nished salon^  with  a  dark  ante-chamber,  opened  into  two  bed- 
rooms, or  rather  closets.  They  were  as  utterly  bare  as  could 
possibly  be,  containing  only  a  bed,  a  chair,  a  chest  of  drawers 
at  which  to  dress,  and  a  tiny  washing-stand  ;  but  on  the 
chimney-piece  was  a  large  mirror,  a  clock,  and  a  pair  of  great 
vases  with  artificial  flowers  ;  true  the  clock  did  not  go,  and 
the  vases  were  broken  and  hideous,  but  the  superjiit  was  evi- 
dently more  important  than  the  necessaire,  and  at  least  we 
had  the  whole  ^  decoration  complete.'  A  prosaic  Englishman 
would  have  preferred  a  bigger  basin  and  jug,  even  at  the 
expense  of  the  soundless  clock  and  the  frightful  flowers,  but 
evidently  the  normal  Frenchman  did  not  consider  the  matter 
in  the  same  light.  Unlike  the  thrifty  country  workman, 
his  Parisian  fellow  will  save  in  his  meat  and  clothing,  to 
keep  a  few  soics  at  least  for  the  theatres  and  guinguettes. 
After  all,  there  is,  perhaps,  something  to  be  said  for  his  choice, 
if  only  the  quality  were  better.  '  Man  does  not  live  by  bread 
alone,'  in  many  senses ;  and  we  are  beginning  to  find  out  that 
the  dismal  lives  spent  in.  the  hideous  streets  of  our  great 
northern  hives  require  some  interest,  if  not  excitement,  to 
carry  them  through  the  hard  work  of  existence,  and  that  we 
must  take  heed  that  it  be  of  a  good  kind.  It  is  told  how, 
during  the  siege  of  Sebastopol,  Lord  Raglan,  from  the  kindest 
of  motives,  sent  the  bandsmen  of  the  regiments  to  serve  their 
turn  in  the  trenches,  saying  that  it  was  not  right  to  spend 
men's  strength  in  music  when  the  soldiers  were  dying  of  over- 
work. *  It  was  the  last  straw  that  broke  us  down,'  said  a  poor 
private  afterwards.  'When  we  didn't  hear  the  music  any 
more,  it  seemed  as  if  all  things  were  gone  to  the  bad  and  it 
was  all  over  with  us ; '  while  the  French  rather  increased  than 
diminished  their  bands,  which  went  playing  up  and  down 
before  their  regiments  with  even  redoubled  vigour.  It  cer- 
tainly showed  a  deeper  knowledge  of  human  nature  to  find 
out  that  the  arms  of  the  cornet  players  might  be  doing  better 
service  to  their  country  than  even  by  handling  spades  in  the 
trenches. 

My  neighbour  at  the  table  d'hote  told  me  that  she  had  just 
been  to  '  the  Louvre,  and  it  was  so  hot.'  '  Yes,  it  is  odd 
they  do  not  ventilate  the  Long  Gallery  better.'  *  Oh,  I  didn't 
mean  the  Gallery  ! '  she  replied  with  some  scorn  ;  '  I  meant 
the  Magasin  du  Louvre  !  We  saw  the  pictures  ages  ago,  when 
we  were  here  before  !    Are  there  any  new  ones  to  go  for  ? ' 
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*  Not  that  I  know  of  ;  but  then  I  am  satisfied  with  the  old 
ones/  I  answered  humbly.  Then,  to  show  that  she  at  least 
was  up  to  the  newest  novelties,  however  behindhand  I  might 
be,  she  went  on — '  Have  you  seen  "  Rorke's  Drift,"  painted 
by  a  Frenchman  ?  There  is  a  fine  picture  !  Why  don't  the 
Governments  buy  that  li  It's  first-rate  !  Only  Lieutenant  So- 
and-so  always  wears  a  bit  of  his  pocket-handkerchief  hanging 
out  of  his  breast-pocket,  and  that's  left  out,  else  it's  quite 
perfect ! '    Shade  of  Titian  ! 

We  went  to  look  at  the  despised  Musee,  although  there 
was  no  new  '  assortment '  of  Raphaels.  It  is  difiicult  to  realise 
one's  own  recollections,  and  to  believe  in  the  Vandalism  which 
even  up  to  1848  hid  all  the  treasures  of  this  magnificent  col- 
lection every  year  under  a  rude  scafiblding  on  which  were  hung 
the  modern  pictures  of  the  *  Salon.'  It  was  not  only  that  the 
old  masters  were  invisible  for  months  together,  but  their  safety 
was  seriously  endangered,  the  dust  was  abominable,  and  a 
splinter  from  an  awkward  carpenter  might  have  flown  through 
the  face  of  the  Gioconda,  or  irretrievably  ruined  the  Virgin  of 
the  Giardino,  or  the  Francia  portrait. 

M  and  I  wandered  afterwards  through  the  labyrinths  of 

lower  galleries  to  reach  the  shrine  where  the  Venus  de  Milo 
holds  her  state.  It  is  hard  to  put  into  words  the  quality  that 
makes  the  finest  Greek  sculpture  so  utterly  unlike  any  other 

*  stone -cutting '  done  by  human  hands.  It  may  perhaps  be 
said  to  be  the  absolute  mastery  of  technical  skill  over  the 
material,  and  the  living  reality  with  which  the  ideal  of  the 
goddess  within  the  marble  is  bodied  forth.  She  is  hacked 
about  and  armless ;  she  has  been  broken  across,  and  the  half 
of  one  foot  is  gone  ;  but  the  divinity  is  in  her  so  absolutely 
that  one  scarcely  desires  her  presentment  to  be  more  perfect. 
How  could  she  tell  us  what  she  has  to  say  more  plainly  than 
she  does  at  present  ?  In  general  the  process  of  hewing  out 
the  thought  of  the  artist  has  been  so  hard  and  uncertain  that 
the  spectator  is  occupied  by  the  conquered  difficulty.  Here 
the  goddess  apparently  stepped  out  of  the  marble,  requiring  no 
mortal  hands  to  fashion  her  ;  and  we  no  more  inquire  how  or 
of  what  she  was  made,  then  if  she  herself  had  floated  on  a 
cloud  into  the  Palace  of  Art. 

Then,  what  is  omitted  is  as  telling  as  what  is  finished. 
When  seen  closely  the  hair  is  merely  blocked  out,  but  at  a 
little  distance  it  is  clear  that  a  stroke  more  of  the  chisel  would 
have  marred  the  broad  effect.  It  is  relatively  right,  which  is 
the  last  perfection  of  art ;  the  true  science  of  proportion  in 
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selecting  that  which  is  to  be  made  interesting  is  as  necessary 
as  in  the  correct  size  of  the  limbs  and  head.  The  profile  too 
reveals  quite  a  different  side  of  her  character,  more  sensitive, 
with  more  thought  and  more  feeling.  And  this  piece  of  per- 
fection was  found  in  the  shrine  of  a  village  church,  as  one 
must  call  it,  on  a  tiny  rocky  islet  set  in  the  stormy  ^gean 
Sea,  where  scarcely  any  spectators  could  ever  come  near  it. 
V  What  a  wealth  of  artistic  power  there  must  have  been  in 
\  Greece  thus  to  sow  her  masterpieces,  as  does  nature,  on  some 
barren  rock  ! 

She  has  undergone  strange  vicissitudes  after  her  misfortunes 
at  home  and  her  perilous  journey  to  France.  During  the  siege 
of  Paris  she  was  taken  down  for  safety  against  cannon-shot, 
and  buried  in  the  cellars,  when  the  statue  came  in  two,  and 
had  to  be  joined  together  afresh. 

Then  we  walked  through  the  endless  lower  galleries,  full 
of  interest  and  with  many  '  statues  of  merit,'  but  none  worthy 
to  stand  near  the  throne  of  the  goddess ;  nothing  that  even 
approaches  to  the  pediment  of  the  Parthenon  in  the  British 
Museum — the  noble  simplicity  and  dignity,  the  easy  grace  and 
glorious  strength  combined,  of  Greek  art  of  the  Age  of  Pericles. 
It  is  not  only  the  mighty  grasp  of  genius  which  has  thus  im- 
prisoned for  ever  in  stone  the  vision  of  an  inspired  artist,  but 
the  presence  of  individual  life  is  there — not  a  symbol,  or  a 
generalisation,  or  a  type,  however  ideal.  There  is  no  realism, 
but  strong  personality  here ;  it  is  no  abstract  goddess,  she  is 
the  Venus  de  Milo,  she  has  a  character  of  her  own,  quite  dif- 
ferent to  that  of  any  other  Yenus  ;  whereas,  '  most  goddesses 
have  no  character  at  all,'  to  parody  Pope,  but  are  merely  an 
assemblage  of  what  Gibson,  or  Canova,  or  even  greater  men, 
consider  the  most  beautiful  features  and  forms  they  can  put 
together,  with  nothing  inside.  Some  statues  of  Michelangelo, 
the  San  Georgio  of  Donatello,  and  one  or  two  of  John  of 
Bologna,  with,  curiously  enough,  a  few  of  the  alto-relievos  of 
the  thirteenth  and  fourteenth  centuries  which  we  have  been 
seeing  of  late  in  France,  possess  the  charm.  It  is  found  even 
in  the  little  procession  in  the  old  Bourget  church ;  the  heads 
are  too  big,  the  hands  are  not  faultless,  but  these  men  and 
women  live  and  think,  while  the  statues  in  a  modern  exhibition 
at  Paris  or  in  London  are  almost  always  without  this  touch  of 
what  alone  is  valuable  in  art. 

The  spectators  of  all  classes  were  few,  but  as  many  as 
would  be  seen  in  the  British  Museum.  Sculpture  is  not  a 
popular  art.   On  Sunday,  however,  it  is  said  that  the  numbers 
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looking  at  the  pictures  are  sometimes  large.  *  Le  peuple  de 
Paris  n'est  pas  ne  musicien :  en  revanche,  il  a  un  gout  pro- 
nonce  pour  la  peinture/  and  on  the  free  days  the  modern  exhi- 
bition in  the  Champs  Elysees  is  crowded.  There  was,  how- 
ever, no  love  of  art  of  any  kind  to  be  seen  in  the  cottages  we 
visited,  not  so  much  as  the  rudest  print  affixed  to  the  walls  of 
any  one  of  them. 

It  is  strange  that  while  in  England  the  question  of  peasant 
properties  is  coming  to  the  front  as  the  solution  of  agricultural 
difficulties,  in  France  it  is  declared  that  *  of  all  the  changes  in 
our  financial  habits  the  greatest,  and  certainly  the  most  un- 
expected, is,  if  not  perhaps  the  indifference,  yet  the  cooling  of 
the  public  passion  for  the  ownership  of  land.  The  desire  of  it 
has  hitherto  brought  about  most  of  our  social  crises,  but  the 
excessive  division  which  is  the  inevitable  result  of  our  laws  of 
succession  is  no  longer  pursued  with  the  same  fury.'  Again, 
it  is  said  that  *  the  succession  duties  paid  to  the  State  by  the 
constant  changes  of  property  have  become  so  high  as  almost  to 
absorb  the  total  value  of  individual  property  by  the  community.' 
The  consequence  of  the  fear  of  this,  and  that  other  investments 
for  money  are  gradually  becoming  popular  with  the  peasants, 
has  not  only  made  land  much  less  valuable  than  it  was,  but  has 
encouraged  the  rush  upon  great  cities.  '  In  other  countries  the 
surplus  labourer-  emigrates  ;  in  France,  he  flies,  not  to  towns  in 
general,  but  to  Paris,  Lyons,  &c.  The  rush  into  Paris,  espe- 
cially, which  is  supposed  to  be  the  Eldorado  of  high  wages  and 
constant  pleasure,  is  the  source  of  great  misery.  He  often 
finds  no  work  there,  and  sinks  to  the  lowest  level  of  distress.' 

*  The  disease  in  the  vines,  the  mulberry,  and  the  olive,  and 
the  impossibility  of  finding  a  fruitful  appropriation  for -the 
devastated  fields,  has  brought  down  rents,  and  forced  proprie- 
tors to  cultivate  at  a  loss  the  land  which  has  been  abandoned.' 

*  In  the  centre  and  south  of  France,'  says  another  authority, 

*  la  petite  culture  est  impraticable  '  at  the  present  time. 

The  state  of  the  peasants  in  the  different  departments  of 
course  varies  greatly.  In  Touraine  a  number  of  large  estates 
still  remain,  and  many  of  the  old  families  reside  in  the  chateaux 
for  a  great  part  of  the  year.  There  is,  therefore,  work  for  pay 
to  be  obtained,  which  is  not  possible  where  each  plot  is  culti- 
vated solely  by  its  own  family,  and  no  labourer  is  ever  hired. 
The  vine  cultivation  is  successful,  and  here  the  report  of  the 
condition  of  the  people  was  more  favourable.  The  importance 
of  a  dot  or,  better  still,  a  piece  of  land  if  possible  for  a  wife,  to 
take  the  place  of  what  is  given  up  or  mortgaged  when  the  head 
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of  a  family  dies,  is  so  great  that  mercenary  marriages  are  now 
almost  universal  among  the  peasants.  *  De  mon  vieux  temps 
on  demandait  si  une  jeune  fille  etait  jolie,  si  elle  avait  un  joli 
caractere  [disposition].  A  present  elle  peut  etre  bossue,  louche, 
mechante,  vilaine.  All  that  is  asked  is,  What  has  she  got  1 ' 
said  an  old  man  of  the  ancient  type  near  Tours. 

Then  hey  for  a  lass  wi'  a  tocher  ! 
The  nice  yellow  guineas  for  me, 

as  in  the  refrain  of  the  song  by  Burns. 

In  the  provinces  of  the  North- west,  Normandy,  (fee,  the 
small  owners  appear  to  be  the  best  off,  where  they  have  the 
command  of  the  London  market  and  send  over  eggs  and  fowls, 
butter,  meat,  &c.  The  climate  there  is  favourable  for  the  rear- 
ing of  cattle  and  pigs  and  the  ripening  of  fruit  and  early  vege- 
tables, farms  are  larger,  and  the  value  of  land  continues  high. 

In  the  Department  of  the  Hautes  Alpes  we  heard  of  a 
Protestant  village  where  the  subdivision  had  been  so  great,  and 
the  cutting  of  the  forests  by  the  peasants  so  injurious,  that  the 
snows  had  come  down  on  the  place,  and  the  soil  had  been 
carried  away.  The  poverty  of  the  people  had  increased  in 
consequence  to  a  degree  amounting  almost  to  starvation,  and 
their  English  friends  have  subscribed  with  the  Protestant 
Committee  of  Lyons  to  send  the  greater  part  of  the  inhabitants 
to  form  a  little  colony  near  Oran  in  Algiers. 

In  the  neighbourhood  of  Yichy  a  friend  of  our  own  intended 
to  take  a  walking  tour,  but  he  found  that  at  the  village  inns 
the  only  food  to  be  had  was  a  potage  made  of  cabbage,  of  a  few 
slices  of  bread,  an  onion  or  two,  and  a  piece  of  lard.  The 
cauldron  was  filled  up  with  water  three,  and  sometimes  four, 
times  ^  in  the  day,  without  anything  else  being  added.  This 
was  the  habitual  food  of  the  peasants,  and  there  was  nothing 
else  but  black  bread  to  be  had.  M.  Mohl  was  a  man  of  very 
simple  habits,  but  he  was  obliged  to  give  up  his  little  travel. 

Any  oiie  who  has  watched  the  peasant  women  undergoing 
the  most  severe  labour  in  all  weathers  and  in  all  states  of 
health,  ploughing,  harrowing,  breaking  up  clods  with  heavy 
hoes,  lifting  great  weights  of  hay  and  corn  up  on  the  carts  at 
harvest  time,  carrying  manure  on  their  backs,  or  toiling  up 
steep  hills  (as  we  saw  them  constantly  at  Aix),  with  great 

i  Mr.  Hamerton,  in  Round  my  House,  confirms  what  is  here  said  concerning 
the  food  and  clothing,  the  ignorance  of  all  kinds,  and  the  niggard  thrift  of  the 
French  peasants,  who  will  hardly  allow  themselves  proper  food,  even  where  it 
can  be  easily  afforded. 
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weights  of  green  maize,  wheat,  or  grass  On  their  heads  frorii 
plots  a  mile  or  so  from  their  homes,  for  the  daily  food  of  the 
stall-fed  cattle,  will  not  wonder  that  the  infant  mortality  under 
a  year  old  among  French  peasants  is  estimated  by  Jules  Simon 
at  50  per  cent.,  in  consequence  of  the  want  of  necessary  care  by 
the  mothers.  A  friend  of  ours,  a  French  doctor,  was  extremely 
struck  by  the  superior  appearance  and  manner  of  the  women 
whom  he  saw  in  our  English  cottages,  their  clean,  tidy  looks 
and,  what  he  called,  their  refined  ways,  as  compared  to  those 
of  his  own  country-women,  and  the  general  comfort  under 
their  home-keeping  life  of  the  extremely  ordinary  houses 
which  he  entered. 

On  our  last  journey,  passing  from  Paris  to  Boulogne,  the 
great  melancholy  marshes  which  lie  for  forty  or  fifty  miles  on 
each  side  of  the  railroad,  where  the  rivers,  the  Somme  and  the 
Oise,  have  been  allowed  to  wander  at  their  *  own '  by  no 
means  *  sweet  will,'  and  little  can  be  grown  but  reeds  and 
willows,  show  how  the  small  owners  have  evidently  been  utterly 
unable  to  carry  out  any  general  system  of  drainage,  which 
indeed  could  only  be  undertaken  on  this  scale  by  the  common 
action  of  large  proprietors,  who  have  intelligence,  money,  and, 
above  all,  patience  enough  to  wait  for  the  results  of  the  great 
expenditure  it  would  entail — as  was  done  in  the  fen  reclama- 
tions, the  Bedford  levels,  &c.,  or  by  Government,  which  can 
hardly  be  expected  to  spend  the  large  sums  required  on  what 
is  private  property.  The  harvest  in  these  parts  had  been  poor, 
and  four  bad  years  had  put  the  peasants  in  low  spirits  and 
great  straits. 

La  'petite  culture  is  scarcely  to  be  found  all  along  the  road, 
except  in  the  immediate  vicinity  of  the  poor,  one- storied  houses 
in  the  ill-built  villages,  and  in  the  market  gardens  round  the 
towns — i.e.  the  limit  where  the  boundary  is  reached,  at  which 
manure  can  be  carried  with  little  expense  either  in  hods  or 
wheelbarrows.  It  is  often  forgotten  that  in  fields  distant  from 
the  cottages  the  cost  to  those  who  have  no  horse  and  cart,  and 
must  hire  to  convey  the  manure  and  bring  back  the  produce, 
besides  paying  for  the  ploughing  of  the  land,  eats  up  any  pos- 
sible profit.  In  England,  allotments,  even  at  the  distance  of 
half  a  mile  from  a  village,  are  but  little  unpopular.  In  one 
such  case  a  field  containing  them  has  earned  the  expressive 
name  of  *  Wearisome.' 

The  sterile  sandy  hills  in  the  Departement  du  Pas  de  Calais 
lie  uncultivated,  and  could  apparently  only  be  utilised  by  large 
flocks  of  sheep,  such  as  are  seen  on  the  other  side  of  the 
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Channel  ;  but  this  would  require  a  capital  which  the  small 
owners  cannot  command.  Probably  the  reason  of  the  extremely 
bad  quality  of  the  mutton  (and  there  is  none  good  to  be  found 
in  France)  is  the  stall-feeding  by  twos  and  threes  of  the  sheep, 
which  are  gregarious  animals,  to  be  kept  in  perfect  health  only 
by  a  life  of  constant  motion  in  the  fresh  air. 

In  the  comparison  between  peasant  proprietors  and  the 
English  labourers  among  whom  we  have  lived  all  our  lives,  the 
superior  comfort  of  these  last  is  very  striking — the  higher  scale 
of  food,  clothing,  amusement  and  knowledge  ;  above  all,  the 
chances  for  their  children  of  rising  in  the  world,  which  a  fairly 
good  labourer,  in  constant  work,  with  a  good  cottage,  and 
allotment  and  a  solvent  benefit  club,  can  command  ;  and  there 
are  hundreds  and  hundreds  of  thousands  of  such  men  amongst 
us. 

The  French  or  German  peasant,  with  his  miserable,  dirty 
comfortless  home,  his  wretched  little  plot  of  ground,  above  which 
he  never  lifts  his  thoughts,  his  wife  ground  down  and  pre- 
maturely aged  by  hard  work  in  the  fields,  with  sickly,  half- fed 
children,  eating  bad  black  bread,  drinking  buttermilk  and  sour 
wine,  and  with  not  enough  of  any  of  these — above  all,  without 
even  the  wish,  much  less  the  hope,  of  bettering  his  condition — 
is  in  every  respect  in  an  inferior  position. 

Take  even  the  matter  of  amusements,  where  we  are  supposed 
to  be  deficient  :  there  is  hardly  a  village  in  England  where  the 
squire  and  parson,  the  farmers,  artisans,  and  labourers  (that 
useful  admixture  of  classes)  do  not  get  up  a  cricket  club,  with 
play  on  Saturday  afternoons.  Everywhere  there  are  school 
feasts,  matches,  little  concerts,  lectures,  and  penny  readings. 
There  are  no  athletic  sports  whatever  in  France,  and  the  only 
'  diversion  ^  that  we  saw  was  a  procession  or  two,  headed  by  a 
priest  and  his  acolytes,  followed  by  girls  and  children,  who  were 
watched  by  the  men  of  the  place  with  a  scowl  and  a  scornful 
jeer  ;  even  these  are  becoming  rare.  There  is  no  one  in  the 
dead  level  of  the  common  French  village  life  who  can  afford 
the  time  or  the  money  to  originate  anything  among  his  fellows, 
either  of  instruction  or  recreation.  The  ignorance  and  super- 
stition are  startling,  not  only  as  to  book  matters,  but  concern- 
ing health  and  cookery,  as  much  as  of  geography  and  politics. 
It  is  quite  a  mistake  to  suppose  that  good  cooking  is  found, 
except  among  the  bourgeois  class  and  in  towns,  as  Mr. 
Hamerton  bears  witness,  while  we  are  speaking,  of  purely 
rural  life. 

When  the  extraordinary  advantages  of  climate  and  soil  in 
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the  south  of  France  are  considered,  that  trellises  of  vines  can 
be  grown  every  thirty  yards  or  so  apart,  with  crops  of  maize, 
roots,  and  haricots  between,  that  grass  can  be  cut  three  and 
four  times  in  the  year,  that  fruit  of  all  kinds  ripens  season 
after  season,  and  has  a  good  sale,  and  the  enormous  saving  of 
fuel  where  a  fire  during  the  chief  part  of  the  year  is  only 
lighted  for  an  hour  or  two  to  serve  for  the  tiny  cooking,  it  is 
only  marvellous  that  the  owners  are  not  more  prosperous  with 
all  their  hard  work  and  thrift.  It  would  seem  as  if  the  only 
explanation  was  that  adscripti  glehce^  their  land  system  induces 
them  to  try  and  get  a  subsistence  out  of  6mall  patches  which 
are  utterly  incapable  of  affording  it.  '  No  one  can  expect  to 
live  on  a  holding  of  five  acres,'  as  Mr.  Sub- Commissioner  Kane 
remarked  lately  in  Ireland. 

The  French  holdings,  are,  on  an  average,  little  more,  and 
the  cultivation  of  them  is  so  bad  that,  as  Mr.  Caird  tells  us, 
production  is  nearly  as  two  to  one  in  favour  of  the  English 
system;  while  it  takes  eight  peasant  farmers  and  their  families 
to  work  the  same  extent  of  land  in  France  as  is  done  here  by 
a  farmer  and  five  or  six  labourers.  ^  M.  de  Lavergne,  a  most 
impartial  witness,  and  one  of  the  best  French  writers  on  agri- 
cultural affairs,  moreover  declares  these  last  to  be  far  better  off 
than  the  French  small  proprietor.  The  advocates  of  the  system 
have  lately  brought  forward  this  large  surplus  of  producers  as 
one  of  its  advantages.  There  is  nothing  new  under  the  sun, 
and  it  is  curious  to  hear  once  again  the  arguments  used  by  the 
labourers  who  destroyed  machines  at  the  time  of  the  Swing 
riots  in  1830.  '  It's  wicked,'  said  the  rioters.  *  Here's  a  wheat 
field  would  employ  twenty  men  for  a  fortnight  to  cut  and 
carry,  and  these  rascally  machines  will  finish  it  off  in  four  days 
with  seven  !    Let's  burn  'em  all  ! ' 

The  state  of  the  French  peasant  is  going  down,  that  of  the 
English  labourer  is  in  the  ascendant ;  his  wages  have  risen  and 
are  rising  ;  the  use  of  the  dreaded  machines  is  giving  him  the 
pay  due  to  the  skilled  workman  ;  and  while  it  cost  him  five 
days'  work  to  pay  for  a  bushel  of  wheat  in  1770,  he  can  earn 
it  now  in  less  than  half  the  time.  He  indeed  benefits  more 
than  anyone  by  all  the  agricultural  improvements  introduced, 
while  in  France  intense  conservatism  and  ignorance  combined 
prevent  any  such  novelties  j  so  that,  when  the  '  fields  of  wheat 
in  California  of  3,000  acres '  are  considered,  with  every  ad- 

1  To  increase  production  without  increasing  the  number  of  hands  employed, 
and  so  add  to  the  general  confort,  is  the  ultimate  object  of  econ^omical  science, 
the  solution  of  the  greatest  social  diiiiculties,*— Z>e  Zdvef^ne, 
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vantage  of  machinery,  it  is  no  wonder  that  their  agriculturists 
are  in  fear  for  the  future. 

As  to  holding  up  the  system  as  a  panacea  for  the  evils  of 
the  poor  of  England,  still  less  of  Ireland,  this  is  often  done  by 
those  who  have  had  little  experience  of  the  land  or  the  people. 
It  requires,  even  for  the  bare  existence  of  the  owners,  in  the 
first  place,  the  small  families  of  the  French  race,  and  next  an 
amount  of  thrift  which  no  English,  much  less  Irish,  ^  labourer 
is  capable  of,  the  grudging  of  every  morsel  of  food  which  is 
put  into  their  own  and  their  children's  mouths,  saving  on 
every  article  of  clothing  (rather  rags)  which  they  are  forced  to 
use,  the  spending  of  every  hour,  even  of  Sunday,  in  hard  work, 
the  giving  up  everything  which  makes  life  valuable  for  an 
object  which,  rego^rded  only  as  such,  is  valueless.  To  esteem  a 
bit  of  land  as  a  means  of  comfortable  livelihood  is  intelligible, 
but  to  treat  its  possession  as  an  end,  a  sort  of  Moloch  to  which 
the  well-being  of  the  whole  family  is  to  be  sacrificed,  is  an 
ideal  which,  even  if  it  were  possible  in  England,  can  hardly  be 
esteemed  desirable.  The  small  amount  of  land  here  compared 
to  the  population  will  always  make  it  a  luxury  which  a  poor 
man  cannot  afford.  And  it  will  answer  his  purpose  better 
therefore  to  hire,  and  employ  his  capital  in  working  the  land, 
than  to  sink  his  money  in  buying  it.  *  His  capital  will  go  six 
times  further  in  hiring  land  than  in  buying  it,  because  he  has 
the  advantage  of  working  with  the  landowner's  capital,  which 
he  has  at  the  low  rate  of  3  per  cent.,  while  the  proportion  of 
comparatively  unproductive  fixed  capital  in  buildings  is  much 
larger  on  small  farms  than  large,'  Mr.  Caird  declares. 

With  regard  to  the  moral  effects  of  the  system,  of  which 
we  hear  so  much,  let  anyone  take  the  trouble  of  reading  the 
powerfully  realistic  picture  of  '  Les  Paysans,'^  and  see  what 
Balzac,  with  no  theories  to  carry  out  or  political  conclusions  to 
serve,  considers  as  its  result — the  sordid  aims,  the  mean  ways 
of  attaining  them,  the  dismal  level  of  poverty  and  ignorance 
which  is  brought  about  by  it,  and  then  inquire  carefully  before 
helping  to  put  pressure  on  Government  to  interfere  artificially 
in  trying  to  produce  a  state  of  society  such  as  is  there  depicted. 

1  *  'Tis  the  finest  divarsion  that's  under  the  sun 
To  sit  by  the  fire  till  the  praties  is  done,' 
will  hardly  make  a  peasant  property  answer. 

2  The  book  was  given  us  by  a  Frenchman,  well  acquainted  with,  and  able 
to  judge  of,  country  life,  who  told  us  that  it  was  the  truest  account  possible  of 
the  state  of  the  peasantry  in  the  parts  of  France  that  he  knew. 
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We  have  had  another  opportunity  of  studying  peasant  pro- 
perties in  France  for  a  month  in  a  fresh  district,  Royat  is  a 
watering-place  which  has  lately  sprung  into  favour  ;  indeed  it 
has  hardly  yet  attained  its  majority.  Five-and-twenty  years 
ago  a  cicre  remarked  that  in  winter  the  snow  always  melted  at 
a  particular  spot ;  a  hole  was  dug,  and  the  Hot  water  bubbled 
up  from  the  old  volcanic  communications  in  the  heart  of  the 
earth,  which  once  raised  the  line  of  sugar-loaf  hills,  the  now  ex- 
tinct craters  of  the  Puy-de-D6me  and  its  neighbours,  and  poured 
forth  the  streams  of  lava  which  still  can  be  distinctly  traced 
along  their  sides.  The  waters  were  known  to  the  Romans, 
who,  with  the  wonderful  instinct  which  detected  everything  of 
value  or  interest  in  a  new  province,  had  made  their  stone 
*  piscines,'  and  used  the  spring  for  their  warm  baths,  traces  of 
which  were  disinterred  when  the  '  source  '  was  rediscovered. 

We  crossed  France  by  the  Lyons  railroad,  passing  forests 
of  shabby  stunted  wood  in  very  sterile  soil,  tracts  of  sandy  or 
chalky  land,  with  withered  crops  of  potatoes,  stunted  maize, 
corn  just  reaped,  and  often  barren  hills  and  commons  of  which 
hardly  any  use  was  made,  where  in  England  hundreds  of  sheep 
would  have  found  a  living.  Here,  three  or  four  together,  with 
a  boy  to  look  after  them,  or  (in  two  cases  only)  twenty  or 
thirty,  with  a  wretched  bergere,  were  all  that  we  saw. 

That  the  climate  allowed  peaches  to  ripen  on  standards  was 
evident  near  the  towns,  but  the  peasant  cultivators  were  too 
down-trodden  to  grow  even  an  apple-tree.  At  last  we  reached 
the  plains  of  the  Limagne,  and  matters  improved.  We  passed 
through  Clermont — a  dark  dirty  town,  crowned  with  its  beau- 
tiful cathedral  built  of  black  lava,  set  high  on  a  little  hill,  and 
the  great  landmark  far  and  near.  Royat  is  only  a  mile  away 
— a  mere  settlement  of  hotels,  which  are  perched  on  the  side 
of  a  narrow  gorge,  with  the  hot  water  bubbling  up  at  the  foot. 
Each  house  seems  intent  on  climbing  as  it  were  on  the  shoulders 
of  the  one  below,  and  for  each  a  perch  is  cut  in  the  solid  moun- 
tain-side higher  than  the  last.    '  Get  emplacement  pour  maison 
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a  vendre  ^  was  inscribed  on  a  wall  of  rock  seventy  or  eighty 
feet  high,  with  a  morsel  of  vineyard  at  the  top,  the  whole  of 
which  would  have  to  be  removed  bodily  before  any  dwelling 
could  be  built  there. 

We  fortunately  found  a  resting  place  on  the  hog's  back 
above  the  steaming  close  garden  of  the  Hahlissement,  with  a 
grand  view  of  the  cathedral,  in  its  subject  plain,  but  sadly 
masked  by  the  lodging-houses  growing  up  in  every  direction.  The 
whole  place  exists  only  as  an  attendant  on  the  bathers  and  spa- 
drinkers — an  assemblage  of  hotels,  flies,  booths,  sedan-chair 
porters,  fruit  and  flower  women,  donkeys  ;  all  collected  for  a 
season  which  lasts  only  about  three  months,  after  which  every- 
thing is  closed,  and  subsides  into  solitude,  silence,  and  snow, 
described  by  the  few  residents  as  comme  la  mort.  A  band 
played  in  the  garden  to  encourage  us  in  our  duty  ;  and  on 
Sundays  a  very  mingled  company  came  up  from  Clermont  to 
listen.  Squat,  ugly,  comfortable-looking  bourgeoises,  dressed 
in  hideous  garments — ^high  fashion,'  in  large  hergere  hats,  with 
a  whole  panache  of  feathers,  or  seven  or  eight  red  roses  as 
big  as  saucers,  and  a  simpering,  conquering  look  under  them 
inexpressibly  comical  :  '  Look  at  me,  and  learn  ;  /  am  the 
pink  of  the  fashion.'  The  gowns  were  of  great- patterned 
tartans  in  red,  yellow,  and  blue  squares.  French  taste  in  dress 
is  confined  absolutely  to  Paris. 

The  tops  of  the  houses  belonging  to  the  hotel  below  made  a 
terrace  for  our  apartments  above,  looking  over  the  little  gorge 
to  the  mountain  beyond,  seamed  and  scored  with  vineyards  up 
to  the  bare  rock  ;  the  common  salon  opened  on  this,  but  as 
the  Frenchwom^an  would  not  allow  a  chink  to  be  opened  on 
the  closest  day,  and,  if  the  English  surreptitiously  let  in  a 
little  air,  rushed  up  and  closed  the  window  violently  in  their 
very  faces,  the  room  was  hardly  habitable. 

We  drove  up  the  side  of  the  volcano  of  Gravenoire,  with 
peeps  of  the  Puy-de-D6me,  the  great  pride  of  the  district  ;  it 
is  almost  conical,  one  side  quite  inaccessible,  and  at  the  top  are 
the  remains  of  a  temple  of  Mercury,  with  great  flights  of  steps 
ascending  at  right  angles — a  most  striking  place  of  worship  of 
the  '  herald  god  new  lighted  on  this  heaven-kissing  hill,'  as  his 
votaries  must  have  felt  when  they  ascended  the  mountain.  It 
has  only  lately  been  discovered,  and  a  number  of  curious  little 
images  and  tiles  and  pottery  have  been  dug  up  in  the  excava- 
tions which  are  still  being  carried  on. 

We  turned  down  a  twisting  sandy  laiie  among  the  vineyards 
in  search  of  villages.    Here  and  there  was  a  tiny  vv^ood  of  old 
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chestnuts,  and  rows  of  great  walnuts  in  full  bearing ;  scraps  of 
ground  with  hay  or  corn,  minute  beyond  conception,  lay  in  the 
midst  of  the  vines  ;  the  morcellement  was  greater  than  even 
at  Aix-les-Bains.  A  bit  fifty  yards  by  thirty  looked  quite 
large.  If  I  asked  the  value  of  the  land  they  laughed  at  the 
notion  of  a  hectare  (2-|  acres)  ;  they  bought  it,  they  said,  by  the 
toise^  six  feet  square — or  a  hundred  toises,  a  quartonay  \  a  little 
bit  here,  a  little  bit  there,  very  often  at  an  hour's  distance  from 
each  other^  as  they  could  get  hold  of  it.  '  Oh,  no,  not  lying 
together  ;  nobody  had  land  lying  together  ! '  I  spoke  to  a 
bettermost  sort  of  a  man  who  supplied  the  hotels  with  wine. 
He  had  ten  acres,  quite  an  estate  — 400  ares — but  all  scattered 
up  and  down,  just  like  the  rest.  A  large  piece  together  did 
not  exist.  I  asked  why  they  did  not  buy  up  or  exchange  so  as 
to  have  their  property  under  their  hands.  It  was  quite  impos- 
sible :  there  is  the  greatest  jealousy  of  each  other,  no  one  can 
bear  his  neighbour  to  be  better  off  than  himself.  I  heard  of 
running  up  the  price  at  an  auction  from  sheer  spite  to  twenty 
francs  the  toise.  The  fortunate  buyer  paid  for  his  scrap, 
for  which  he  might  get  in  a  good  year  a  tolerable  percentage  ; 
in  the  last  six  years  he  would  have  received  next  to  nothing. 
Last  year  the  hail  destroyed  every  grape  on  it — vine  culture  is 
the  most  gambling  of  crops.  Our  boy  driver  took  our  crazy 
carriage  up  and  down  the  twisting  tracks  among  the  vineyards, 
which  thrive  in  this  black  volcanic  sand.  The  grapes  were  in 
very  bad  condition  ;  the  wet  and  the  sunless  summer  had 
brought  on  the  oidium,  and  it  was  melancholy  to  see  the  l)unches 
dropping  away  black  and  mouldy,  or  with  little  berries  not 
larger  than  peas.  A  month  of  fine  weather  was  required  to 
ripen  what  was  left,  which,  poor  people  !  this  autumn  never 
gave  them.  We  found  one  old  woman  cutting  wretched  stuff 
for  her  cow  on  a  scrap  of  green  among  the  vines  ;  a  young  one 
was  gathering  weeds  by  the  road-side,  thorns,  thistles,  &c.,  for 
hers.  The  milch  cows  do  all  the  cart  work,  dragging  manure, 
&c.  ;  they  lead  a  hard  life,  like  the  women,  everywhere.  An 
old  Avoman  was  reaping,  a  young  man  acting  chambermaid  at 

.  — .    '  The  men  do  the  light  work  themselves  and  leave  the 

heavy  to  their  wives,'  said  J. 

At  last  we  reached  the  village  of  Beausejour,  built  in  such 
a  hole  on  the  hill-side  that,  until  we  were  close  upon  it,  there 
was  not  so  much  as  the  top  of  the  church  tower  to  be  seen. 
An  impossibly  barbarous  place,  the  houses  dropped  about  as 
animals  or  children  might  have  done,  built  of  black  dismal 
stone,  in  the  narrowest  of  alleys,  twisting  to  and  fro  and  with- 
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out  the  smallest  plan,  no  place  where  two  carts  could  pass. 
We  had  to  make  the  circuit  of  the  whole  village,  as  it  was  im- 
possible to  turn  anywhere,  even  before  the  church,  climbing  up 
the  steepest  of  pitches  as  a  wind-up.  Heaps  of  manure  lay  in 
the  streets  ;  dark,  dirty,  miserable  cowsheds  with  muddy  yards 
alternating  with  houses.  A  pleasant-looking  woman,  who  had 
been  for  twenty  years  chambermaid  at  one  of  the  hotels,  showed 
us  her  house,  part  of  one  which  had  once  been  good  in  the  old 
days  before  subdivision  ;  she  was  preparing  hemp  which  the 
tisserand  would  weave  into  a  coarse  cloth.  She  said  that  the 
snow  lay  thick  on  the  ground  from  November  till  March,  and 
they  did  not  leave  their  houses  much  then.  They  never  bought 
fuel,  they  burnt  the  vine-shoots,  and  picked  up  any  bits  they 
could  find.  *  But  you  must  suffer  from  cold  ?  ^  *  Oh,  no,  be- 
cause we  go  into  the  stables  with  the  cows,'  she  said  with 
great  gusto.  '  II  y  a  la  une  si  doitce  chcdeur,  it  is  so  pleasant 
that  one  can't  help  nodding  with  sleep  ;  the  roof  is  boarded, 
and  there  is  a  little  window,  and  when  one  comes  out  into 
the  open  air  there  is  such  a  steam  and  it  is  like  an  oven,' 
she  ended  with  pride  and  enthusiasm. 

Then  she  talked  of  her  two  children  :  '  Mais  les  enfants 
d'aujourd'hui,  ga  ne  veut  pas  obeir,  9a  veut  faire  a  son  soul 
comme  ils  veulent ;  ils  n'ont  pas  de  foi  non  plus,  pas  comme 
de  nos  jours  ; '  the  golden  age  lies  always  behind  the  old. 

In  another  house  ther€  was  no  window  whatever — only 
two  panes,  which  did  not  open,  over  the  doorway, — and  no 
light  or  air  unless  the  door  was  ajar.  JSTo  shelf,  press,  or 
cupboard  was  to  be  seen,  and  on  the  floor  lay  onions,  dirty 
clothes,  bread,  sticks,  and  the  indescribable  remnants  of  never- 
stirred  rubbish.  One  could  not  say  the  floor  was  '  dirty  as  the 
ground,'  because  out-of-doors  the  pure  rain  fell  and  cleared 
away  the  filth,  whereas  within  no  water  was  ever  used  by 
human  hands,  or  indeed  could  be,  unless  the  whole  house  had 
been  turned  out-of-doors.  '  Where  do  you  sleep  ? '  said  I. 
'Oh,  up  there.'  There  was  no  stair  or  opening  of  a'  y  kind. 
'  But  how  do  you  get  to  it  ? '  'By  the  street.'  She  led  the 
way  up  a  steep  path  to  the  road  above,  by  which  w^e  reached 
the  room  above,  with  a  door  to  the  street.  True,  they  must 
pass  to  bed  through  the  cold  and  wet,  but  then  they  spared 
themselves  the  expense  of  a  stair.  The  pleasures  of  spending 
her  evening  with  her  cow  were  insisted  upon  by  this  mistress 
also. 

Another  day  we  drove  along  the  side  of  the  hill  on  the 
great  highway  leading  to  the  Mont  Dore  and  the  interior  of 
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Auvergne.  The  soil  seemed  so  fertile  that  everything  greV 
there  altogether.  Pear  and  apple  trees,  heavy  with  red  and 
yellow  fruit,  as  in  a  child's  picture-book — great  chestnuts  ; 
while  literally  under  the  trees  grew  patches  of  corn  and  pota- 
toes ;  the  vines  here,  however,  were  not  good.  '  Combien  vos 
peches  ? '  shouted  our  driver  to  a  man  who  was  gathering  them 
in  his  orchard.  '  id.  for  25,'  replied  he.  '  Mais  c'est  afFreux 
ce  que  vous  demandez  !  '  was  the  answer  as  we  drove  on. 
Above  our  heads  rose  the  lower  slopes  of  the  mountain  thus 
richly  clothed,  and  between  the  trees  on  the  other  side  were 
beautiful  views  of  the  valley.  It  was  an  idyllic  country,  but 
the  inhabitants  were  of  the  most  dirty  prose,  without  an 
exception  as  far  as  we  saw.  At  the  table  dliote  dinner  the 
antagonism  between  North  and  South  France  came  out 
strongly.  '  They  are  like  two  nations,  and  do  not  seem  to 
love  each  other  much,'  said  I.  '  No,  indeed,'  was  the  answer  ; 
*  one  may  say  indeed  that  there  are  four  nations  in  France  ; 
and  the  eastern  provinces  towards  Germany,  and  Brittany  in 
the  west,  have  as  little  sympathy  with  each  other  as  those  in 
the  north  and  south.' 

I  looked  through  the  French  newspapers  every  day  ;  they 
were  singularly  jejune.  There  was  very  little  about  the  war 
in  Egypt,  but  much  about  the  theatres  and  the  last  horrid 
(Fenayrou)  murder,  which  was  being  dramatised  '  as,'  said  the 
learned  critic,  '  was  done  by  Shakespeare  in  his  puissante 
ebauche  "  A  Yorkshire  Tragedy  !  "  and  again  in  "  Arden  of 
Feversham,"  also  by  him,  singidierement  jnoissante  '  / 1 1 

The  next  day  we  drove  to  Beaumont,  another  little  village- 
town  in  the  midst  of  the  vineyards.  The  houses  were  higher 
and  of  more  pretension  than  the  last,  but  the  pavement  w^as  of 
large  loose  stones,  with  a  gutter  in  the  middle  of  the  street, 
and  we  were  nearly  jolted  out  of  the  carriage.  The  women  sat 
gossiping  and  knitting  in  the  roadway  \  there  was  no  furniture 
in  the  dismal  dark  houses,  which  did  not  seem  to  be  intended 
to  live  in,  but  merely  for  sleeping  and  eating.  We  everywhere 
asked  the  number  of  children,  the  last  census  of  France  showing 
that  the  population  is  nearly  stationary,  and  that  it  is  diminish- 
ing in  thirty-four  rural  departments  :  ^  that  an  average  of  three 
children  to  a  family  was  the  smallest  that  could  keep  up  even 
the  present  numbers,  and  that  even  this  is  not  now  attained. 

1  *  II  y  a  moins  de  naissances  en  France  que  dans  les  autres  pays  de  I'Europe. 
The  calculation  is  made  from  the  beginning  of  the  century  when  the  diminution 
of  the  proportion  of  births  to  deaths  began.  Some  statisticians  consider  that  the 
*  ])hen(in?ne  tient  a  la  loi  du  partage  forcd. — Hevue  des  Deux-Mondes^  Jvm 
lb82. 


JOTTINGS  IN  AUVERGNE 


69 


Two  children  were  more  common  than  three — very  often  there 
was  one.  '  Je  n'en  ai  pas  ;  a  quoi  bon  avoir  des  enfants  ?  II 
faut  vivre/  was  one  cynical  answer.  One  old  woman  had  three 
sons  and  only  four  grandchildren.  In  one  house  only  in  all 
the  country  we  found  seven,  and  the  woman  said  there  was  no 
such  family  in  the  place,  that  everybody  wondered  at  her. 
The  Doctor  told  us  that  even  four  were  very  uncommon. 

We  turned  into  the  curious  old  twelfth -century  church, 
with  small  round-headed  windows,  thick  walls,  round  pillars, 
with  carved  capitals,  about  the  choir.  Two  old  bodies  were 
praying  ;  one  of  whom  whispered  to  me  to  go  and  look  at 
'  Notre  Dame,  with  the  dead  Seigneur  on  her  knees.^  *  Ca  fait 
pleurer,  ga  fait  pitie  a  voir.'  It  was  a  rather  ugly  modern 
plaster  group  over  a  tawdry  altar. 

The  women  were  standing  round  the  fountain,  and  we  had 
some  chat  about  the  badness  of  the  grapes — everybody  liked  a 
'crack.'  *  Au  re  voir,  madame  !  '  they  cried  as  we  drove  off. 
We  stopped  to  talk  to  a  man  who  was  dressing  the  vines,  in 
the  sweat  of  his  brow  indeed  :  he  looked  ill  and  was  out  of 
spirits.  ^  It  was  sad  to  see  the  way  in  which  the  crop  was 
falling  off,  for  there  had  been  good  promise.  He  should  get 
little.'  '  How  do  those  live  who  have  only  land  ? '  '  Badly  ; 
for  his  part  he  was  a  distillateur  from  the  marc  (the  remains 
left  when  the  grapes  have  been  trampled  and  squeezed),  so  he 
had  a  weekly  wage.  If  the  phylloxera  came  they  would  all  be 
ruined,  and  forced  to  expatrier  themselves,'  which  he  seemed 
to  consider  the  greatest  possible  misfortune  for  his  children — 
very  unlike  an  English  or  even  Swiss  father.  The  horror  of 
the  phylloxera  is  like  that  of  the  plague,  in  Germany  as  much 
as  in  France.  One  lady  told  me  that  she  had  sent  peaches 
from  near  Paris,  wrapt  in  vine  leaves,  to  her  daughter-in-law 
at  Frankfort.  The  young  lady  was  summoned  to  the  police- 
office,  made  to  swear  in  writing  that  she  was  ignorant  of  the 
crime  which  had  been  committed,  after  which  peaches,  vine- 
leaves,  and  basket  were  solemnly  burnt  before  her  eyes.  '  Elle 
manqua  de  pleurer  ! ' 

We  drove  to  Montferrand,  once  a  fortified  place,  to  see  the 
fifteenth -century  town-houses  of  the  nobles,  who  then  lived  in 
the  now  demolished  chateaux,  and  where  Charles  IX.  had  a 
small  palace.  Beautiful  spiral  stone  staircases  in  corner 
towers,  as  at  Blois,  either  with  pillars  or  ascending  windows, 
with  wonderfully  delicate  mouldings,  led  to  arched  open  corri- 
dors, with  elaborate  groinings  and  keystones,  communicating 
with  the  piano  while.  They  were  as  solid  and  perfect  as  when 
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built  tliree  hundred  years  and  more  ago,  and  looked  fit  to  last 
for  centuries  more.  Here  and  there  were  fine  old  high  reliefs 
— Adam  and  Eve,  and  a  serpent  with  a  woman's  head,  carved 
in  the  black  lava,  which  cuts  as  true  as  a  cameo.  The  art  was 
perfect.  In  these  houses  the  cultivateurs  of  the  neighbourhood 
were  squatting — it  could  not  be  called  living,  with  scarcely 
any  furniture  but  heaps  of  dirt,  partitions  cutting  up  the 
beautiful  courts  and  rooms  in  which  they  huddled,  blocking 
the  windows,  bringing  everywhere  squalor  and  nastiness,  living 
like  animals.  It  was  a  strange  sight.  The  world  has  gained 
a  good  many  things  in  three  hundred  years —liberty,  and 
knowledge,  and  interests  and  thoughts  of  all  kinds  to  live  for; 
but  in  what  were  the  begging  crew  that  hung  round  us  the 
better  for  what  it  had  won  ?  The  old  French  nobles  were 
a  quick-witted,  artistic,  intelligent  race,  who  misused  their 
gifts  it  is  true,  and  threw  away  their  opportunities,  but  for 
whom  there  were  great  openings,  great  possibilities  of  virtues — 
witness  such  men  as  the  Chevalier  Bayard,  Fenelon,  &c. — 
whereas  these  their  actual  successors,  squalid,  ignorant,  narrow- 
minded  and  dirty,  seem  to  have  no  object  but  to  put  by  many 
sous,  and  imperil  the  future  of  France  by  a  diminishing  popu- 
lation, in  order  to  carry  out  their  ideal  of  having  only  chil- 
dren enough  to  enable  them  all  to  be  kept  at  home,  so  as  to 
succeed  to  the  wretched  little  property,  where  they  continue 
as  squalid,  as  ignorant,  as  narrow  and  unintelligent  as  their 
parents.  There  could  hardly  be  a  more  dismal  sight.  I  sat 
drawing  the  wonderfully  perfect  art,  surrounded  by  a  herd  of 
little  girls,  comfortably  dressed,  each  shouting  that  she  had  seen 
the  carriage  first,  and  had  exclusive  right  to  a  penny  for  show- 
ing us  the  way  up  the  alley.  The  begging  was  disgraceful. 
They  belonged  to  a  nun's  school,  and  I  bade  them  tell  their 
mistress  how  shocked  the  strangers  were.  They  nearly  de- 
voured J          when  she  brought  out  the  coveted  sous.  We 

appealed  to  the  three  old  women  sitting  in  their  caps  in  the 
street  as  usual,  though  it  rained,  but  I  could  get  little  help 
from  them  ;  a  distribution  of  sous  would  evidently  not  have 
been  unpleasant  in  their  own  cases.  One  of  them  took  me  into 
her  house,  belonging  also  to  '  the  vieux  temps^  when  the  place 
was  full  of  nobles.'  There  was  hardly  a  table  or  press  ;  all  was 
dirty  as  usual,  and  empty  but  for  a  great  cask.  The  old  hus- 
band came  in  from  his  vineyard.  He  said  he  could  not  work 
in  the  rain.  He  counted  on  thirty  to  fifty  pots-de-vin^  con- 
taining two  bottles  each,  for  a  quartonay  (which  is  not  much 
above  the  twentieth  part  of  an  acre).    We  heard  afterwards 
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that  184  gallons  per  acre  is  the  average  production  of  France. 
One  old  woman  had  two  children,  another  three,  the  next  only 
one,  but  there  were  four  grandchildren.  The  old  man  said  his 
two  sons  were  married,  *  et  nous  leur  avons  donne  a  cliacun  du 
pain  et  du  vin' — i.e.  a  bit  of  corn  ground  and  of  vineyard 
each,  but  the  old  people  had  great  difficulty  in  living  on  the 
diminished  remainder  in  such  a  year.  t  seemed  strange  that 
they  should  despoil  themselves  for  the  sake  of  strong  young 
men. 

The  house  belonging  to  Charles  IX.  proved  to  be  very 
handsome,  with  the  same  spiral  stair  carvings,  and  coats  of 
arms  over  an  archway  in  the  street.  As  we  passed  out,  a  sweet 
gentle  old  woman  came  up.  '  Ah,  votes  aclmirez  ma  maison  ! 
Yes,  it  is  mine,  but  I  have  given  it  to  my  son.'  As  she  spoke, 
a  cross  disagreeable  young  woman  looked  out  of  the  portal  and 
called  to  her  in  a  loud  rude  voice  to  come  in.  '  What  was  she 
doing  out  there,  keeping  them  waiting  in  that  way  ?  The  old 
lady  looked  frightened,  broke  up  her  talk  with  us  directly,  and 

hurried  in.    It  was  evidently  a  King  Lear  story.    J  to^d 

me  of  such  another.  Her  aunt  and  uncle  possessed  a  farm  ; 
the  son,  a  weak  young  man,  married  the  servant — honne  tra- 
vaiUeitse,  but  with  a  temper.  She  took  possession  of  the  situa- 
tion, and  the  poor  old  mistress  was  entirely  thrown  aside,  and 
not  allowed  to  take  so  much  as  an  apple  without  leave  of  her 
daughter-in-law.  In  another  case  the  widow  hsid  the  joitissance 
of  the  whole  house  ;  her  three  sons  married  and  brought  in 
their  wives  ;  the  sisters-in-law  quarrelled,  one  pair  went  away, 
the  house  was  divided  between  the  other  two,  and  the  mother 
was  thrust  into  a  room  with  a  smoky  chimney,  so  that  she  had 
to  keep  the  door  open  all  the  winter,  to  preserve  her  eyesight, 
and  this  though  the  old  place  was  legally  hers.  The  living  of 
several  families  in  one  house  is  practised  everywhere,  but  dees 
not  seem  to  succeed  in  any  country. 

I  sat  by  a  clever,  sharp,  cynical  old  lady,  a  widow  with 
property  near  Bordeaux,  who  talked  of  the  ravages  of  the 
phylloxera  which  is  ruining  the  Medoc.  I  questioned  her  as 
to  the  excessive  morcelleinent.  Michelet  declares  that  the 
peasants  throw  obstacles  in  the  way  of  anyone  who  attempts 
to  unite  the  small  morsels  of  land.  She  gave  the  same  evidence, 
and  added  that  the  jealousy  amongst  them  of  anyone  rising 
above  the  others  was  excessive.  She  talked  of  old  French 
memoirs  of  Francis  I.'s  time  and  later.  ^  There  are  queer 
stories  in  them.'  I  said  that  it  was  at  least  a  comfort  that 
the  world  had  made  progress  since  then,     '  Vous  trouvez^ 
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madame  ?  and  in  what  respect,  s'il  vous  platt  ? '  answered  she 
in  her  most  sarcastic  tones.  *We  are  more  civilized  in  the 
sense  of  being  less  cruel  ;  mais  quant  aux  mceurs,  there  is  not 
a  pin  to  choose  between  that  time  and  this.  I  was  a  meme  to 
know  a  good  deal  about  the  Emperor's  Court,  and  I  can  tell 
you  nothing  could  be  worse,  a  curiosity  of  evil.'  '  But  the 
respectable  people  at  Paris  are  many.'  '  You  had  better  not 
look  too  close  ;  and  you  are  just  as  bad.'  *  No,'  I  declared  ; 
*  there  is  a  fast  fashionable  set  whose  misdeeds  are  all  known, 
but  the  mass  of  the  upper  class  in  England  are  respectable  to 
the  core.'  '  Ah  !  but  then  you  marry  to  please  yourselves,  and 
a  man  knows  the  girl  with  whom  he  is  to  live.  How  can  you 
expect  people  to  be  faithful  to  each  other  who  have  often  never 
met  till  all  is  settled,  and  who  know  that  a  marriage  is  a  pure 
matter  of  business  between  the  parents  ? '  She  felt  the  point 
with  even  curious  strength.  The  peasant  marriages  are  as 
mercenary,  or  more  so,  depending  on  the  amount  of  land  which 
each  can  bring  to  the  bargain. 

Next  day  we  drove  to  a  hamlet  high  up  near  the  Puy- de- 
Dome,  taking  the  Doctor's  little  boy  with  us  to  show  us  some 
interieurs.  The  view  up  the  zigzags  of  the  mountain  road, 
with  the  immense  plain  stretching  far  to  the  north,  speckled 
with  villages,  and  spurs  of  promontories  running  out  into  it, 
formed  a  very  striking  sight — there  were  no  trees  but  fruit 
trees  below  ;  but  quite  on  the  rocky  summit  grew  some  small  firs. 

We  went  into  the  house  of  a  nourrice,  where  the  baker 
from  Clermont  sent  his  children.  '  What  could  his  wife  do  1 
she  could  not  attend  to  her  business  and  keep  her  baby  !  '  To 
have  a  little  maid  as  in  England  was  quite  out  of  the  case. 
We  entered  a  large  stable,  with  a  central  stone  pillar  and 
vaulted  roof,  which  the  owners  had  built  themselves  ;  on  one 
side  were  three  cows,  on  the  other  two  wooden  beds  in  one 
frame  against  the  wall,  with  a  couple  of  cradles  and  a  cot  ;  the 
sheets  tolerably  clean  ;  the  floor  without  an  attempt  at  a  pave- 
ment of  any  kind  ;  filthy  to  a  degree  not  describable,  with  the 
cows'  litter,  the  chicken's  dirt.  A  quantity  of  old  bits  of  wood, 
broken  boxes,  lay  in  the  corner,  with  the  chest  of  corn,  while 
the  clothes  hung  on  ropes  in  the  midst  of  the  disorder  ;  there 
was  no  press,  no  cupboard  or  shelf  to  be  seen — and  but  one 
little  window  near  the  beds.  Presently  there  was  a  wailing 
sound  in  the  darkness,  and  the  nurse  took  up  a  child  and 
dandled  it  kindly  ;  it  looked  sickly  and  small  and  cross  ;  then 
out  of  another  scrambled  a  fine  strapping  boy  of  two  years  old, 
'  I  took  him  from  the  first  day  he  was  born  and  brought  him 
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up  from  Clermont/  The  whole  was  so  strange,  and  the  Eem- 
brandt  effect  so  striking,  that  I  sat  on  a  three-legged  stool  just 
inside  of  the  door  to  draw  it.  The  chickens  came  under  my 
petticoats,  scratching  in  the  manure  ;  a  pig  grunted  outside 
just  behind  me  ;  the  fleas  jumped  cheerfully  (and  agreeably  to 
themselves  I  have  no  doubt)  on  my  hand  in  the  open.  The 
instincts  of  civilisation  were  too  strong,  and  I  came  to  an  end 
dead  beat.  The  woman  had  the  usual  three  children  of  her 
own,  and  three  sheep  were  taking  an  afternoon  walk  with 
her  boy.  They  all  slept  summer  and  winter  in  the  dark  and 
horrible  discomfort  from  choice  ;  she  had  a  room  upstairs 
which  they  let,  and  a  small  kitchen  with  a  fireplace,  but  only 
for  cooking.  They  possessed  cows,  pigs,  sheep,  poultry,  besides 
receiving  pay  for  the  room  and  the  children  ;  but  they  pre- 
ferred to  live  thus  like  brute  beasts  in  order  to  save  fuel.  No 
book  or  paper  was  to  be  seen,  indeed  there  was  no  light 
whereby  they  could  have  been  read.  Anything  more  ugly 
socially  I  never  saw.  We  went  into  several  other  houses,  the 
cow  arrangements  of  which  were  just  the  same  ;  in  one,  how- 
ever, the  woman  said  they  only  slept  in  the  stable  in  winter. 
She  also  had  nurse  children.  Another  had  just  lost  a  baby 
which  fell  into  boiling  water  while  she  was  away  at  work  ;  it 
had  lived  twenty-four  hours  in  agony,  '  quite  skinned.'  No 
doctor  is  ever  sent  for  or  thought  of,  said  Dr.  P.,  except  for 
fractures  ;  the  people  die  or  get  well,  as  happens,  without  help 
of  any  kind.  They  never  wash,  except  hands  and  face  at  the 
fountain,  from  January  1  to  December  31,  and  such  a  thing  as 
a  basin  or  jug  was  never  anywhere  to  be  seen.  That  respect- 
able tradesmen  should  choose  to  have  their  children  brought 
up  in  the  intolerable  barbarism  of  such  a  life,  for  any  con- 
sideration whatever,  was  almost  incredible. 

My  French  neighbours  at  the  table  dliote  showed  no  sur- 
prise at  what  I  told  of  the  cottages.  '  How  is  it  then  with 
you  % '  I  said  to  a  lady  from  Brittany.  '  Hommes,  femmes,  et 
betes,  tout  ga  vit  pele-mele,'  said  she.  '  How  is  it  in  Tou- 
raine  ? '  I  asked  another  lady.  '  Oh,  no,  they  do  not  live  in 
the  cowsheds,'  said  she,  '  only  in  the  stables,  and  there  is  gene- 
rally a  little  ofl*-place  where  they  sleep.'  There  seemed  little 
difference  in  this  respect  in  the  different  parts  of  France.  The 
most  well-doing  country  life  was  said  to  be  in  Normandy, 
where  the  subdivision  was  not  great  and  many  tenant  farms 
remained,  especially  near  Rouen.  There  homesteads  with 
*  trente  betes  a  cornes  '  exist,  and  enough  land  still  lies  together 
to  allow  it  to  be  properly  cultivated , 
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A  high  level  railway  of  thirty  miles,  with  a  viaduct  across 
the  Koyat  valley,  and  steep  curves  above  our  heads,  had  last 
year  been  opened  to  the  baths  of  Mont  Dore  and  the  hill  dis- 
tricts beyond  ;  '  chemin  de  fer  de  TEtat/  There  had  been  two 
bad  falls  of  earth  to  begin  with  ;  '  they  acknowledged  three 
men  were  killed  and  thirteen  wounded,  so  you  may  judge  how 
many  more  there  must  have  been,  for  Government  never  tells.' 
This  year  the  delays  were  incessant.  '  We  can  drive  to  the 
Mont  Dore  in  four  hours,  and  the  rail  takes  three  hours  and 
three-quarters,  and  twenty  minutes  of  carriage  after  that,' 
chuckled  the  driver.  Wiser  men  than  these  declared  that  a 
State  railway  meant  bad  construction,  bad  service,  and  com- 
plete disregard  of  the  convenience  of  travellers.  The  advan- 
tages of  a  State  proprietorship  of  English  lines  was  certainly 
not  borne  out  by  what  we  heard  of  its  conduct  in  France. 

The  French  companies  do  not  err  by  over- consideration  for 
the  wants  of  passengers.  On  the  great  artery  from  Paris  to 
Lyons  and  the  South  there  were  only  two  early  and  two  late 
trains  ;  the  rapide  at  midday  ceased  on  September  15,  because 
the  etrangers  were  gone,  and  it  would  probably  not  be  filled 
by  natives.  N^o  second-class  passenger  was  allowed  in  first- 
class  trains,  and  it  was  said  that  unless  the  French  lines 
reformed  their  ways,  there  was  great  danger  of  the  Germans, 
in  connection  with  the  St.  Gothard  Tunnel,  carrying  oft'  a 
great  part  of  the  traffic  to  Italy  and  the  East. 

We  crept  up  the  long  zigzag  road  behind  the  Puy-de-D6me 
leading  to  Fontana,  crossing  the  little  mountain  line  twice. 
*  Ah  ! '  said  our  driver,  '  how  it  has  terrified  the  old  women  ! 
One  of  them  from  a  mountain  village  ran  home  half  dead  with 
fright,  saying  she  had  seen  a  line  of  black  cars  drawn  by 
nothing,  and  it  must  have  been  the  Devil  in  person  driving, 
for  she  saw  him  vomiting  fire  and  smoke  in  front.' 

Not  far  off  we  came  upon  a  solitary  little  chapel.  '  II 
parait  que  cette  Vierge  a  heaucoup  de  verttcs,  elle  est  tres  puissante 
— on  vient  de  tous  cdtes  to  entreat  her.'  There  was  another 
statue  in  the  Clermont  Cathedral,  evidently  considered  as  a 
separate  person,  hung  round  with  all  sorts  of  offerings,  '  very 
powerful.'  And  one  remembered  how  Louis  XL  promised 
gifts  to  *  Our  Lady  of  Embrun '  if  she  would  get  him  out  of 
trouble,  bigger  and  better  than  he  given  to  another  idol,  Our 
Lady  of  Clery,  of  whom  he  told  her  not  to  be  jealous.  A 
black  edition  occupied  another  chapel.  This  variety  is  gene- 
rally very  old  and  particularly  efficacious,  being,  it  is  believed, 
a  survival  of  the  idols  formed  of  meteoric  stones,  probably  like 
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the  image  of  Diana  of  the  Ephesians  ^  tliat  fell  down  from 
Jupiter.' 

The  Devil  and  the  Virgin  are  the  great  objects  of  fear  and 
adoration  among  the  peasants  ;  the  remainder  of  the  hierarchy 
of  Heaven  is  comparatively  unimportant.  But,  if  help  is  not 
to  be  had  from  one  potentate,  even  a  Saint  does  not  disdain  to 
take  it  from  the  other,  as  may  be  seen  in  the  story  ot  St.  Kado. 
He  had  entreated  'Madame  la  Vierge  '  to  obtain  a  bridge  for 
him  over  a  certain  ill-conditioned  river.  '  La  menagere  du 
Paradis/  however,  replied  that  such  things  did  not  concern 
women,  '  et  qu'il  fallait  en  parler  a  la  Trinite.'  The  rest  of 
the  story  must  be  given  in  French,  for  the  pronouns  are  un- 
translatable. 'La  Trinite,  qui  avait  toute  sorte  de  considera- 
tion pour  St.  Kado,  repondit  qu'elle  ne  pouvait  pas  lui  accorder 
sa  demande,  parce  que  les  saints  de  la  Bretagne  la  ruinaient  en 
miracles,  et  que  les  anges,  qu'elle  aurait  pu  y  employer,  etaient 
occupes  ailleurs.'  St.  Kado,  thus  rejected,  turned  to  the  Devil, 
'who  has  always  been  considered  an  excellent  mason,'  and 
'  asked  for  his  plans  and  conditions.'  Satan  drew  an  admirable 
bridge  on  red  paper.  And  then  comes  the  ordinary  story  of 
the  compact,  by  which  he  was  to  have  the  first  soul  that  passed 
the  bridge,  and  how  he  was  cheated  by  a  black  cat  driven  over 
by  the  Saint.  And  one  cannot  help  taking  the  Devil's  side, 
who  has  honestly  completed  his  bargain,  and  is  defrauded 
rather  indecently  by  the  wiles  of  the  holy  man. 

We  came  on  a  queer  proof  of  the  Virgin's  power  at  Beause- 
jour.  A  large  stone  outdoor  stair  led  to  an  upper  chamber, 
but  the  top  stone  had  fallen,  and  there  was  no  communication 
above.  '  What  has  happened  '  said  I  to  the  blear-eyed  mis- 
tress, who  sold  wine  and  very  unsavoury-looking  comestibles, 
'  Oh,'  answered  she,  '  at  the  fete  patronale  of  l^otre  Dame  six 
weeks  back,  we  had  a  ball  up  here '  (the  ball  must  have  been 
'  limited,'  for  the  room  could  hardly  have  been  fourteen  feet 
square),  '  and  they  were  quarrelling,  seven  or  eight  of  them, 
out  on  the  balcony,  when  it  all  came  down  together.  Mathieu 
had  his  leg  broken,  and  Georgette's  arm,  and  the  rest  were 
shaken,  but  nobody  was  killed,  ^j>ar  la  grace  de  Notre  Dame, 
imrce  que  c^etait  sa  fete!  It  was  certainly  very  kind  of  her,  for 
these  votaries  squabbling  in  her  honour  were  hardly  creditable 
disciples. 

We  went  to  another  fete  patronale  a  few  days  after,  ex- 
pecting to  see  some  church  processions  and  dancing  of  national 
boicrrees,  at  a  small  town  a  few  miles  off.  We  crawled  along 
the  vineyard  lanes,  with  lovely  rose-coloured  mountain  pinks 
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fringing  the  rocky  banks,  to  Beaumont,  which  looked  rather 
dirtier  and  drearier  than  before,  the  women  sitting  in  the 
streets  at  one  end  of  the  village,  the  men  at  the  other.  The 
road  leading  from  a  place  of  fifteen  hundred  inhabitants  to  one 
of  three  thousand  was  like  the  bed  of  a  torrent,  with  great 
stones  as  big  as  one's  head  and  the  soil  washed  away  between. 
It  behoved  the  communes  to  mend  the  by-roads,  but  it  was 
evident  that  nothing  had  ever  been  done  by  any  commune 
anywhere  since  the  towns  existed,  though  the  stones  literally 
encumbered  the  ways.  As  we  jolted  slowly  along,  with  a 
number  of  folk  strolling  to  the  fete,  men  and  women  generally 
separate,  I  saw  a  blouse  who  was  shouting  the  '  Marseillaise ' 
very  discordantly  as  he  walked.  '  What  is  the  matter  with 
him  ? '  said  I  to  the  driver.  ^  Qu'est-ce  qu'il  a,  ce  monsieur  ? ' 
replied  he.  '  II  est  soul.'  '  Is  there  much  drinking  ? '  '  Well, 
the  cabarets  are  full  enough  on  Sunday.'  The  statistics  of 
drinking  are  not  very  satisfactory,  but  it  is  difficult  to  get 
drunk  on  this  thin  red  wine.  '  It  is  les  richards  only  who 
drink  brandy.'  Presently  we  reached  Aubieres,  where  in  a  long 
place,  houses  on  one  side,  trees  on  the  other,  stood  a  line  of  booths 
and  merry-go-rounds,  fortune-telling  going  on  in  one,  a  wild 
beast  or  two  and  acrobats  in  the  others  ;  bobbing  for  apples,  a 
greased  pole  further  on — the  whole  like  a  very  shabby  ugly  fair 
in  England.  The  people  were  marching  Lip  and  down  staring 
at  each  other,  doing  nothing,  seeing  nothing,  quiet,  dull,  and 
contented.  Presently  a  sort  of  club  feast  procession,  with  an 
ugly  flag,  '  Les  enfants  d' Aubieres '  on  it,  marched  through  with 
music.  That  was  all  the  amusement  we  saw.  On  balconies 
and  outside  stairs  the  bourgeoisie  of  the  town  sat  in  state,  look- 
ing on,  dressed  in  pale  blue  and  lilac  silk,  with  much  white 
lace,  and  droll  travesties  of  Paris  fashions.  It  was  a  lugubrious 
sight,  and  this  was  the  one  festival  of  the  year.  Over  a  very 
ugly-looking  cabaret  was  a  placard  announcing  a  ball  for  the 
evening,  else  there  was  no  sign  of  dancing — no  costumes  but 
the  white  caps,  with  a  broad  riband,  and  blouses  of  shining 
plum-coloured  calico,  with  large  felt  hats.  Anything  more 
vulgar,  duller,  emptier  I  never  saw.  The  '  intelligent  man '  of 
whom  one  is  ever  in  search  here  turned  up  ;  he  said  that  half 
the  vine  crop  was  lost  already  by  the  disease.  The  poorer 
people  had  some  of  them  two  or  three  ares  each,  the  fortieth 
part  of  an  acre,  and  worked  at  day-work,  earning  forty  sous  a 
day  ;  there  would  be  great  distress  among  these.  His  little 
boy  did  not  like  his  father's  delay  in  talking  to  me.  He  was 
crying  violently,  because  they  had  put  cognac  in  his  coffee poitr 


JOTTINGS  IN  AUVERGNK 


77 


jouer^  and  grew  very  cross.  When  his  father  stopped,  and  he 
could  not  get  on,  he  flew  into  a  passion,  and  took  up  a  stone 
to  throw  at  his  father,  who  only  laughed.  The  spoiling  of  chil- 
dren in  France  is  great. 

The  extraordinary  disregard  for  the  value  of  time  in  the 
peasant  economy  is  most  remarkable.  Thirty  or  forty  women 
from  the  villages  east  of  Clermont  and  Koyat,  and  still  more 
from  the  mountain  hamlets,  went  in  to  the  town  every  morn- 
ing during  summer.  First,  the  detachments  with  milk  ;  then 
groups,  each  with  a  basket  on  her  head,  carrying  eggs,  peaches, 
butter,  pears,  a  cauliflower  or  so,  and  some  haricots,  whatever, 
in  short,  was  in  season  ;  many  of  them  walking  six  or  seven 
miles.  They  are  so  suspicious  of  each  other  that  no  one  can 
trust  her  neighbour  to  do  her  work,  and  the  little  '  higgler,'  so 
useful  in  our  English  country  life,  buying  up  the  produce,  and 
taking  it  into  the  town,  saving  the  utterly  unnecessary  labour, 
waste  of  shoe  leather  and  time  of  the  individual  seller,  and 
leaving  the  house-mother  to  look  after  her  children  and  her 
household,  is  impossible  here  for  want  of  confidence. 

The  waste  of  time  for  the  men,  who  spend  half  the  day  in 
going  up  and  down,  working  at  ten  or  twelve  scraps  of  land, 
many  of  them  an  hour's  walk  apart  (as  we  are  constantly  told) 
is  enormous.  A  vineyard  requires  constant  care,  and  the  fif- 
teen or  sixteen  processes,  detailed  to  us  by  an  old  vine-dresser, 
are  long  in  carrying  out  ;  it  cannot  be  left  without  incessant 
attention  from  February  to  October,  during  which  a  bad  week 
may  ruin  all.  Every  day  we  met  processions  of  basket  carts, 
so  small  as  to  be  quite  a  curiosity  ;  sometimes  fifteen  or  sixteen 
were  following  each  other,  drawn  by  milch  cows,  who  often  go 
twenty  miles  in  the  day,  their  milk  being  diminished  accord- 
ingly, sometimes  to  about  seven  or  eight  pints  a  day.  They 
were  carrying  wood  or  potatoes  or  hay  down  to  sell,  and  bring- 
ing back  manure.  Oxen  walk  slowly  enough,  but  a  cow's  pace 
is  hardly  moving  at  all,  and  to  see  the  thin  beasts  crawling 
slowly  up  the  steep  hills,  each  with  a  man  attending,  was 
strange  indeed.  One  good- sized  waggon  with  three  horses 
would  often  have  carried  the  whole  lot  at  once  in  less  than  a 
quarter  of  the  time  ;  but  here  each  man  prefers  to  wear  out  his 
own  strength  and  that  of  his  cows  at  his  own  pleasure  ;  co- 
operation seemed  quite  impossible. 

Again — the  corn  was  put  up  temporarily  in  little  round 
cocks  of  about  fifty  sheaves  from  the  time  it  is  reaped  until 
October.  '  Why  is  it  not  housed  or  stacked  ? '  said  I.  '  There 
was  not  enough  on  any  one  little  field  to  make  into  a  stack, 
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and  as  for  the  barns  there  is  no  room  in  them  ;  the  cows  must 
eat  up  the  hay,  and  we  must  wait  for  the  second  crop,  le  regain  J 
A  few  days  after  this  it  rained  heavily  ]  the  cocks  were  com- 
pletely wetted  through,  and  the  men  were  occupied  in  pulling 
them  to  pieces,  and  drying  the  sheaves  (which  must  have  shed 
much  of  their  grain  in  the  process),  and  putting  them  up  again, 
not  for  the  last  time  before  their  final  housing  in  October.  But 
they  did  as  their  fathers  had  done,  and  probably  will  to  the  end 
of  the  chapter,  wasting  their  hard-earned  produce. 

In  a  corn  patch  was  an  old  woman  reaping  alone  ;  the 
field  was  small,  but  the  labourer  looked  dismally  out  of 
proportion  to  the  work,  and  bad  weather  was  in  the  sky.  In 
a  little  barn  we  found  three  men  with  flails  beating  out  the 
(handful  of)  corn  in  measured  time.  Further  on,  we  came  on 
a  hodman  without  a  hod,  carefully  building  up  ten  or  twelve 
bricks  which  he  hoisted  on  his  shoulder  with  a  jerk  and  carried 
slowly  up  the  ladder  to  the  top  of  the  wall.  These  relics  of  a 
time  of  leisure  strike  English  eyes  as  very  curious. 

The  enormous  price  given  for  the  land  is  almost  incredible. 
The  banker  spoke  of  a  thousand  francs  for  an  are^  the  fortieth 
part  of  an  acre,  for  good  vineyard  ground,  and  eight  francs  or 
ten  was  the  common  price  which  we  heard  of  on  every  turn  for 
the  toise,  two  yards  square.  As  there  have  been  now  five  or 
six  indifferent  grape  years  in  succession,  the  peasants  cannot 
get  one  per  cent,  for  their  money  ;  no  wonder  the  number  of 
peasant  owners  of  vineyards  is  diminishing,  as  the  census 
showed.  The  expenses  of  the  transfer  of  land  are  ruinous  to 
small  proprietors.  M.  Dufaure  has  vainly  tried  to  get  these 
altered,  but  the  Republican  Chamber  has  more  interesting 
questions  on  hand.  '  In  a  sale  of  real  property  under  a  thou- 
sand francs  half  the  value  is  absorbed  ;  under  five  hundred  the 
confiscation  is  complete.  Besides  this,  the  taxes  paid  into  the 
exchequer  on  sales  and  for  succession  duties  are  9  or  10  per 
cent.  No  ancient  poll-tax  or  vexing  quit-rent  ever  took  so 
much  out  of  the  people.'^ 

Hoyat  was  beginning  to  grow  chill ;  the  wave  of  cold  which 
crossed  Mid-Europe  in  September,  covering  the  passes  of  the 
Alps  with  snow,  drowning  the  Tyrol  and  North  Italy,  had  also 
caught  Auvergne.  The  Puy-de-Dome  was  quite  white,  winter 
had  begun  on  the  mountains  of  the  Mont  Dore,  and  our  last 
drives  were  gloomy.  Whenever  we  left  the  high  road  we  sank 
into  a  quagmire,  and  the  lanes  between  the  substantial  stone 
buildings  of  the  hamlet  of  Fontana  were  everywhere  one  sheet 
1  Uevue  des  Deux-Mondes,  Aug.  1882. 
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of  lilth,  mud,  and  manure.  We  tried  to  get  to  a  house  with  a 
peculiarly  aljominable  mode  of  bedding — one  tier  over  the 
other,  like  })erths  in  a  cabin,  affixed  to  the  wall  with  wooden 
doors.  You  scrambled  up  on  a  great  coffre,  and  so  climbed  to 
number  one,  but  it  required  a  sailor's  agility  to  reach  the  next. 
'  Figurez-vous  having  to  examine  a  patient  thus  perched  ! ' 
said  the  Doctor.  The  great  wooden  cradle  is  hoisted  up  at 
night  on  the  coffres^  and  the  mother  lies  in  bed  with  a  string, 
rocking  it.  It  had  begun  to  rain,  and  the  narrow  road  to  the 
house  was  a  torrent  of  mud  and  water. 

We  turned  on  to  another  house,  or  rather  stable,  on  the 
lowest  side  of  a  sort  of  yard,  which  swam  in  dirt.  Bits  of 
rock  cropped  up  in  every  direction  ;  they  had  literally  only  to 
break  them  up  to  pave  it.  It  is  always  supposed  that  owner- 
ship gives  a  reason  for  and  a  pride  in  carrying  out  any  little 
improvements  and  beautifications  of  a  dwelling,  but  if  the 
level  of  civilisation  of  a  place  does  not  demand  these  little 

amenities  they  are  not  made.    This  year  H  pulled  down 

an  old  cottage  and  built  a  new  one  in  its  stead,  and  a  number 
of  half  bricks  and  bits  of  stone  belonging  to  the  old  walls  lay 
about.  The  tenants  of  two  cottages  behind,  who  were  only 
monthly  ones  at  I5.  a  week,  with  leave  paved  their  back 
doors  with  these  odds  and  ends.  Their  front  doors  were  paved 
already,  but  the  new"  cottage  had  a  paved  back  door,  and  they 
would  not  be  behind  the  new  standard  of  comfort. 

'  Will  you  allow  us  to  enter,  madame  ?  It  is  new  to  us  to 
sec  inhabited  stables,'  said  I  to  the  mistress.  She  took  it  as 
a  compliment  to  their  superior  advantages,  and  received  us 
courteously.  The  ground  inside  was  like  that  without,  only 
a  little  less  wet  ;  the  arrangements  were  the  same  as  at  the 
last  hamlet,  and  it  was  curious  to  find  so  very  original  a  type 
reproduced  exactly  :  the  same  stone  pillar  in  the  centre, 
supporting  the  wide  vaulted  roof ;  the  tw^o  beds,  heels  to 
heads,  in  one  frame  as  before,  only  here  were  seven  cows 
ranged  against  the  wall.  There  was  only  a  glazed  hole  by  way 
of  a  window,  that  did  not  open,  and  light  and  air  came  in  by 
the  distant  door.  The  heat  even  on  this  chill  day  was  great, 
but  a  poor  old  woman  in  one  of  the  beds,  very  ill,  was  shiver- 
ing all  over,  and  complaining  of  the  cold  ;  she  wore  only  a 
knitted  shift,  and  her  clothes  were  heaped  over  her  ;  it  was 
very  pathetic  to  see  her  helpless  look  amidst  the  dark  filth, 
the  bed  shut  in  on  three  sides,  which  never  could  be  shaken  up 
or  cleaned  from  biting  beasts,  without  a  fireplace,  and  in  the 
cheerless,  airless  confusion.  '  She  is  my  mother  ;  it  all  belongs 
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to  her — mais  enfin  c^est  a  nous.  Would  you  like  to  look  in 
here  ? '  went  on  the  woman,  doing  the  honours  and  opening  a 
door  into  perfect  darkness.  As  I  followed  her  ruefully,  urged 
on  by  the  interests  of  science,  five  or  six  large  geese  rushed 
out  past  her  legs  and  nearly  overset  me.  Here  there  was  not 
the  smallest  opening  of  any  kind,  but  she  undid  the  upper  half 
of  the  door,  and  I  saw  there  a  horse,  a  sick  calf,  and  the  place 
for  the  fowls — here  were  two  more  beds,  '  for  the  men/  i.e. 
her  husband  and  a  farm  boy.  The  smell  and  dirt  were  so 
intolerable  that  I  hardly  dared  step  into  the  place.  Every- 
where was  the  bare  earth,  or  rather  mud.  This  was  by  far 
the  largest  and  richest  homestead  that  we  saw,  and,  perhaps 
because  there  was  more  of  it,  it  looked  more  wretchedly  dirty 
than  the  rest.  ISTowhere  else  did  we  see  seven  cows,  or  a 
horse  or  a  servant.  '  And  you  sleep  here  summer  and  winter  ' 
said  I.  '  Bien  sur,  it  is  so  warm  and  nice.'  Two  little  girls 
came  rushing  in,  her  only  children.  The  old  woman  called  out 
to  know  whether  we  would  have  some  milk  (to  buy)  ?  *  It 
belongs  to  her,'  said  the  daughter.  The  dreadful  discomfort 
was  not  the  efiect  of  poverty  ;  and  it  was  the  deliberate  choice 
of  wretched  squalor,  the  utter  want  of  any  feeling  for  decency 
or  comfort,  or  any  object  in  life  but  to  save  fuel,  that  made  the 
place  so  painful.  The  Archangel  Gabriel  himself  could  not 
have  cleaned  the  stables  without  a  miracle.  As  none  of  them 
are  paved,  water  could  only  have  made  the  earth  dirtier,  and 
as  for  sweeping,  the  masses  of  beams  of  wood,  sticks,  old  boxes, 
&c.,  mixed  with  manure,  which  filled  up  the  corners  where 
the  dirt  and  creeping  things  accumulated  in  peace,  rendered 
this  out  of  possibility. 

The  food  everywhere  is  the  universal  soup  of  onions,  cab- 
bage, lard,  or  *  un  plat  de  legumes  au  lard,  avec  une  petite 
friandise,  telle  qu'une  salade,'  or  black  radishes  sliced,  as  de- 
scribed by  Edmond  About,  in  his  '  Honnete  homme.' 

The  roads  were  so  bad  that  we  never  got  beyond  the  circle 
within  which  the  peasants  sent  produce  into  the  towns,  but 
the  Doctor  told  us  that  the  poverty  and  barbarism  in  the 
higher  mountain  villages  were  excessive.  Wherever  the  pea- 
sants depend  upon  the  land  alone,  the  poverty  and  low  standard 
of  living  vv^ere  at  the  lowest,  we  heard,  in  all  parts  of  France. 
Wherever  there  was  some  industrie  going  on,  by  which  they 
could  gain  wages,  the  standard  of  civilization  rose,  the  ignor- 
ance was  less,  and  the  v/ants  of  the  population  greater. 

We  drove  on  through  a  beautiful  v/ild  gorge  with  many 
sugar-loaf  hills  rising  in  every  direction — the  Puy-de-Pariou, 


JOTTINGS  IN  AUVERGNE 


81 


the  Puy-de-D6me — to  another  hamlet  of  these  strange  dwell- 
ing-places, for  I  was  anxious  to  see  a  great  number  of  houses 
and  be  sure  that  such  a  state  of  things  was  not  exceptional. 
We  ploughed  on  through  sloughs  of  mud,  and  stopped  before 
a  row  of  stable-houses.  They  were  inferior  to  the  last,  with 
no  central  pillar,  although  the  roof  was  vaulted  to  keep  in 
the  heat ;  *  it  was  better  in  winter,  and  safer  from  fire/ — built 
by  their  fathers.  Here  the  beds  were  close  to  the  door,  instead 
of  at  the  farther  end — less  privacy  (!),  but  more  air — two  on 
each  side,  always  joined  together,  and  of  the  same  pattern, 
with  a  paved  narrow  passage  lying  between  them  just  broad 
enough  for  the  cows  to  pass  in  to  their  beds  within,  with  no 
partitions  to  keep  them  off  the  sleepers.  '  Surely  it  is  hot 
here  in  summer  ?  ^  '  Oh,  no  ;  except,  perhaps,  in  August,  and 
then  we  open  the  upper  half  of  the  door.  We  like  it.  We 
have  a  kitchen  next  door,  and  one  upstairs,  only  it  is  let ;  but 
when  the  soup  is  cooked,  we  bring  it  in  here  to  eat,  on  that 
coffre^  because  it  is  so  comfortable  ! '  There  v/ere  four  nurse- 
children  from  Clermont,  brought  up  in  this  filth  and  barbarism, 
and  one  grandchild  of  her  own  :  '  her  father  died  four  months 
and  her  mother  three  weeks  ago — she  counts  now  as  a  child  of 
my  own,'  said  the  mistress.  She  had  three  children,  and  only 
four  grandchildren  ;  her  cows  gave  about  six  litres  each  ;  they 
worked  hard  in  the  carts  all  day,  hien  snr.  Often  for  two 
months  the  snow  is  so  deep  that  in  the  mountain  hamlets  they 
do  not  leave  their  houses  at  all.  They  bake  des  tourtes  of  rye 
bread  to  last  a  month;  it  does  not  dry  up,  like  wheaten  bread, 
but  it  does  become  mouldy.  A  pig  is  killed  sometimes,  and 
they  go  on  every  day  upon  him  till  they  have  finished  him. 
They  have  cheese,  the  cabbages  and  carrots  are  stored,  but  the 
ground  is  so  hard  that  they  can  scarcely  dig  them  out  of  the 
heaps  in  Avinter. 

The  tops  of  the  hills  are  often  bare,  but  sometimes  clothed 
with  scrubby  wood  ;  '  they  generally  belong  to  the  Communes, 
who  allow  rights  of  pasturage,  or  sell  the  wood.'  '  In  some 
cases  the  Communes  divide  the  lands  among  themselves.' 
*  Which  do  you  think  best  ? '  '  Oh,  to  divide.'  '  But  then  you 
lose  the  wood.'  '  Ah,  but  it  is  so  good  to  have  one's  own  bit, 
however  small  ! '  Here  spoke  the  true  spirit  of  peasant  pro- 
prietorship. The  forests  had  been  almost  all  destroyed,  when 
Government  some  tw^enty-five  years  ago  insisted  on  their  being 
replanted.  '  The  Communes  were  furious,  but  when  they  found 
how  good  it  was  to  have  the  w^ood,  they  were  pacified,' said  the 
driver.    '  Louis  Napoleon  did  many  evil  things,  but  he  was 
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quite  right  about  the  forests;  it  was  his  hobby.'  *Yes/  he 
said,  '  we  are  not  so  well  off  under  the  Eepublic  as  sous  nos 
vieux  ToisJ  He  did  not  say  '  Emperor/  however.  ^  Le  com- 
merce  ne  va  jjas — rien  ne  marche.  Les  richards  ne  veulent  pas 
risquer  leur  argent — when  it  is  so  uncertain  what  will  come 
next,  and  it  is  very  bad  for  the  poor/  This  was  the  general 
cry.  Every  bad  season  and  difficulty  in  France  is  always  laid 
to  the  door  of  the  Government  of  the  day,  whatever  this  may 
happen  to  be  ;  but  there  was  certainly  no  tenderness  for  the 
Republic  among  the  peasants  whom  we  saw.  Rentes  have  gone 
down  now  for  two  years,  always  of  course  a  great  source  of 
unpopularity.  If  there  is  a  change,  however,  of  which  the  air 
was  full  of  rumour,  the  new  regime  will  be  as  unpopular  as  the 
present  in  a  few  years.  '  La  monarchies  V aristocratic ^  la  re- 
publiqice,  are  each  good  to  make  a  great  State  ;  but  our  Go- 
vernment is  none  of  the  three  :  c'est  simplement  du  chaos said 
another  authority. 

On  a  close  day,  when  we  longed  for  the  fresh  air  of  the 
mountain,  we  drove  up  the  interminable  hills  towards  the 
Puy-de-D6me;  the  distances  were  all  veiled,  but  the  great  mass 
of  red  houses  of  Clermont,  crowned  by  the  high  black  lava 
cathedral,  with  its  pierced  windows  and  stern  towers,  is  very 
striking  wherever  it  is  seen.  Many  of  the  villages  might  have 
been  considered  as  isolated  by  bad  roads  ;  but  the  worst  we 
saw  lay  barely  three  miles  from  the  town,  and  not  four  hundred 
yards  from  the  magnificent  chaussee  running  through  Auvergne. 
A  walnut  avenue  led  to  a  side  valley,  where  stood  a  congeries 
of  the  dirtiest,  darkest,  most  miserable  of  human  habitations; 
space  seemed  as  valuable  as  in  the  City  of  London;  the  ways 
between  the  houses  were  impassably  narrow — dunghills  at  every 
turn,  steep  ascents  and  purposeless  descents,  houses  dropped 
anyhow — a  strange  place.  We  went  up  some  steps,  where  sat 
two  women,  in  a  couple  of  rooms,  not  bad  in  size,  but  in  the 
same  state  of  indescribable  filth.  The  houses  were  very  old, 
and  had  apparently  never  been  cleaned  or  even  swept  since 
they  were  built.  Whitewash  seems  never  to  have  been  heard 
of ;  a  bed  lay  on  the  floor,  round  which  the  chickens  were  dis- 
porting themselves  ;  the  cow  was  underneath  in  the  stable. 
'  And  do  you  often  sit  with  her  1 '  '  Bien  siir,  it  is  very  com- 
fortable, and  saves  fuel ;  there  are  often  eight  or  ten  of  us.' 
*  Do  the  men  come  ? '  ^  Oh,  no  ;  they  have  been  working  in 
the  fields,  in  the  intemperies  of  the  weather,  and  they  all  go  to 
bed.'  'But  you  have  worked  too.'  ^We  sit  there  filanty 
t'i  icotant,  till  eleven  or  twelve  o'clock  at  night,  et  raccommodant 
(]^es  chemises'  '  Et  faisant  la  cassette  V  I  put  in.  She  laughed. 
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'  But  it  i>s  rather  hard,  if  you  have  been  in  the  fields  all  day,  to 
watch  half  the  night/    She  only  laughed  again. 

I  said  we  kept  our  cows  for  milking.  '  But  how  do  you 
manage  for  carts  ? '  '  We  have  horses.'  '  Ah,  we  can  t  afford 
horses.    I  suppose  that  in  England  you  are  so  rich  that  you 

only  have  grand  houses.'    '  No,'  said  J'  ;  '  there  are  plenty 

of  cottages,  but  they  keep  them  cleaner.'  '  How  can  we  keep 
our  houses  clean  ?  We  go  to  market  carrying  the  milk  and 
the  eggs  and  the  fruit  every  day.  We  are  out  in  the  fields  ; 
we  can't  do  everything.'    Poor  souls  !  no  wonder. 

Accordingly  they  are  stunted,  ugly,  often  with  (joUres 
brought  on  by  drinking  snow-water  ;  the  pretty  children 
gradually  develop  into  old  women,  who  are  sometimes  hardly 
human-looking  in  their  repulsiveness.  In  one  village  an  old 
blear-eyed  mad  woman  was  shuffling  in  great  sabots,  screeching 
as  she  went  past  us — no  one  taking  any  notice.  The  peasant 
women  are  greatly  oppressed  in  France,  yet  still  the  marketing 
gives  them  a  certain  power,  which  is  shown  in  all  classes 
alike.  In  one  sense  a  Frenchwoman  holds  her  own  among  rich 
and  poor.  There  is  a  legend  of  the  widowed  Chatelaine  of  the 
fine  old  feudal  castle  of  Tournouel  which  we  saw  in  the  distance, 
perched  like  a  vulture's  nest  on  a  spur  of  the  mountain  running 
into  the  plain,  who  held  her  fierce  men-at-arms  in  stern  order, 
and  when  she  sent  them  out  on  a  marauding  expedition  mounted 
to  her  donjon- tower  and  sat  there,  a  califourchon,  on  the  bat- 
tlements, drinking  eau-de-vie  and  watching  their  work  from 
afar.  Hights  in  feudal  times  of  peage^  pontage,  etc.,  had  been 
granted  by  the  king  to  the  nobles  on  condition  that  they  kept 
the  roads,  fords,  &c.,  in  order.  Instead  of  which  they  neglected 
the  ways,  but  came  down  for  the  dues  on  the  merchants  going 
from  town  to  town,  or  the  pilgrims  to  some  cathedral  shrine, 
and,  when  the  spoil  proved  insufficient,  carried  off  prisoners 
who  were  kept  at  ransom  in  the  dungeons.  The  vassals  in  the 
village  below  Tournouel  took  refuge  in  war  time  with  their 
flocks  and  herds  in  the  great  castle  yard,  and  in  return  culti- 
vated the  lands  of  the  seigneurs,  but  the  oppression  was  often 
great.  There  were  no  nobles  in  France  who  won  rights  for  the 
people  as  well  as  for  themselves  in  a  Magna  Charta,  no  large- 
acred  squires,  like  Eliot  and  Hampden,  who  were  the  head  and 
heart  of  resistance  to  the  encroachments  of  the  Sovereign,  as  in 
the  Parliament  of  Charles  I.,  who  fought  not  for  their  own 
privileges,  but  for  the  liberties  of  the  nation  ;  and  the  pleasant 
friendly  feeling  which  grew  up  in  England  between  the  great 
house  and  cottage  is  simply  non-existent  in  France. 
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The  working  of  the  Catholic  hierarchy  in  the  country  dis- 
tricts seemed  most  unsatisfactory.  We  saw  no  parsonage  or 
decent  house  in  the  villages,  where  the  cure  could  reside  as  a 
centre  of  civilisation,  a  help  material  and  spiritual  as  in  Eng- 
land. The  fall  of  the  independent  Galilean  Church  has  been  a 
great  misfortune  to  France.  When  ISTapoleon  I.  '  re-established 
religion '  after  the  Revolution,  his  idea  evidently  vfas  to  form 
the  whole  system  of  clerical  government  on  the  pattern  of  an 
army,  and  all  dependent  on  himself,  says  an  excellent  authority. 
The  cures  were  to  be  in  the  complete  power  of  the  bishop,  the 
bishop  of  the  archbishop,  the  archbishop  of  the  pope,  and  the 
pope  on  the  will  of  himself,  the  emperor.  With  the  exception 
of  the  last  link,  all  continues  the  same  at  present.  '  I  consider 
my  priests  to  be  like  a  regiment,'  said  the  Bishop  of  Rouen  ; 
'  I  say  to  one,  Go  here,"  and  he  goes  ;  I  dismiss  another  as  I 
think  necessary.'  The  class  of  priests  accordingly  has  gone 
down  in  position  and  in  character  alike — independent  men  in 
mind  or  estate  will  not  submit  to  such  despotism,  and,  in  the 
country  at  least,  the  cures  are  chiefly  recruited  from  the 
peasant  class. 

In  1789-90  the  whole  of  the  property  belonging  to  the 
Church  was  confiscated  and  sold.  In  December  it  was  decided 
to  sell  four  hundred  millions  of  francs.  In  June  of  the  fol- 
lowing year  a  general  alienation  was  decreed  of  v/hat  was  called 
for  the  first  time  '  National  domains,'  which  is  believed  to  con- 
sist of  six  hundred  millions  more.  A  great  part  of  this  was 
bought  by  the  peasants,  who  do  not  cultivate  the  land  so  well 
as  the  farmers  with  long  leases  under  the  Church  ;  more  than 
half,  however,  of  the  property  was  not  sold,  as  buyers  could 
not  be  found.  The  cost  of  the  payment  of  the  clergy,  more- 
over, under  the  present  regime,  amounts  to  very  nearly  the 
revenue  of  their  old  property,  although  the  salaries  of  the 
country  curates  does  not  reach  the  twelve  hundred  francs 
(4:81.)  a  year  which  was  promised  them  in  1789. 

Our  last  drive  was  to  the  village  of  washerwomen,  three 
miles  from  Clermont.  The  road  lay  up  the  usual  steep  hill- 
side, with  its  rich  vegetation — chestnuts  and  walnuts  in  full 
bearing  above,  corn  and  vineyards  below.  The  village  was  in 
a  hole,  as  usual;  we  went  down  one  steep  path  and  up  another, 
till  we  came  suddenly  on  a  hundred  women  in  an  irregular  bit 
of  ground — it  could  not  be  called  a  ^ylace — with  narrow  alleys 
where  no  cart  could  pass  leading  out  of  it  at  every  imaginable 
angle.  An  immense  crucifix,  backed  by  the  mountain  beyond, 
the  remains  of  a  mediaeval  fortress  and  tower,  overlooked  a 
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moving  mass  of  women  washing  in  the  stream  which  comes 
from  under  the  lava  torrent  issuing  out  of  the  Puy-de-Pariou. 
The  water  flowed  from  two  little  arches  under  a  house,  and 
divided  into  two  streams,  with  a  narrow  promontory  between 
them,  meeting  again  at  the  road.  Four  rows  of  women  lined 
the  shores,  the  middle  rows  back  to  back,  each  kneeling  in  a 
three -sided  box,  open  behind,  with  a  black  stone  in  the  water 
before  her,  on  which  she  beat  the  linen  with  a  wooden  paddle. 
I  never  saw  anything  more  curiously  barbarous  ;  the  waste  of 
power  of  the  women,  who  could  only  work  by  throwing  them- 
selves forward  on  their  knees,  and  stooping  into  the  water,  a 
position  which  no  back  could  preserve  for  more  than  a  few 
minutes  at  a  time  ;  the  treatment  of  the  poor  linen,  which 
never  was  touched  by  hot  water,  but  had  its  dirt  beat  out  of  it 
by  main  force  ;  the  state  of  the  water,  which,  although  clear 
when  it  left  the  source,  reached  the  lower  washerwomen  soapy 
and  black  with  dirt,  and  to  a  degree  which  would  not  be  plea- 
sant to  think  of  for  the  owners  of  clothes  far  down  the  file  of 
performers. 

I  sat  drawing  on  the  road  below,  to  the  great  delight  of  the 
company.  *  Elle  fait  tous  nos  portraits  1  ^  '  Not  all,'  said  I  ; 
'  why,  there  must  be  fifty  of  you.'  '  Plus  de  cent,'  cried  the 
general  voice.  *  What  time  do  you  begin  ? '  and  the  chorus 
replied  together,  '  Six  o'clock,  and  we  work  till  dark,  and  some- 
times by  torchlight.'  '  What,  in  winter? '  '  Winter  and  sum- 
mer ;  this  water  never  freezes.'  They  wore  very  clean  white 
caps,  a  handkerchief,  generally  yellow,  crossed  over  their  skirts, 
and  a  cotton  gown — nothing  picturesque  in  detail,  but  a  won- 
derfully queer  and  quaint  scene  altogether.  They  must  be 
constantly  wet,  raising  great  masses  of  wrung- out  linen  on 
their  backs  and  round  their  necks  to  carry  away,  after  which 
they  begin  upon  a  fresh  pile,  which  lay  tied  up,  generally  in 
striped  blue  bales,  behind  each  woman  in  the  rear  of  the  settle- 
ment. Les  bonnes  families  at  Clermont  and  elsewhere  only 
wash  twice  a  year  ;  it  is  a  proof  of  gentility,  and  that  you  have 
a  great  supply  of  linen.  '  Oh,  no,  we  never  use  hot  water,  or 
wash  in  the  house.' 

'  En  voild  a  centre  of  gossip  for  the  whole  neighbourhood,' 

said  M  afterwards.    '  Eigurez-vous  une  jeune  fille  qui  se 

marie  !  quels  cancans  !  comme  elle  est  mise  en  pieces  par  cent 
voix  a  la  fois  !  ' 

The  rain  falls  on  the  sandy  volcanic  soil,  and  sinks  in; 
there  are  curiously  few  streams  to  be  seen,  but  the  water  flows 
under  the  tongues  of  lava  Avhich  run  from  all  the  old  craters, 
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works  itself  a  channel  outwards,  and  comes  out  where  the  lava 
ends. 

We  never  saw  the  smallest  flower  near  or  in  any  house  of 
all  the  many  we  visited  ;  not  so  much  as  the  wallflower  and 
nasturtiums,  which  abound  even  in  ragged  hovels  in  England  ; 
not  a  white  jessamine  or  china  rose  against  the  wall.  Flowers 
are  considered  as  things  to  sell,  like  onions,  and  in  the  nursery 
gardens  near  Royat  and  Clermont,  where  the  roses  are  hawked 
in  bunches  about  the  streets,  a  few  are  grown  between  the 
haricots  and  the  carrots.  What  beautiful  things  the  climate 
would  afford  I  saw  one  day,  in  a  cascade  of  the  orange  trumpet 
flowers  of  the  Bignonia,  long  wreaths  of  which  were  trail- 
ing over  a  stone  portail  of  what  had  probably  been  an  old 
villa. 

Not  a  book  or  a  paper  was  ever  to  be  found  ;  not  a  print 
or  picture  against  any  wall,  in  the  houses  where  walls  existed 
— in  the  stables  there  were  of  course  only  rough  partitions  ; 
not  a  bit  of  china,  not  an  ornament,  not  a  piece  of  good  fur- 
niture or  a  clock,  such  as  is  the  pride  of  an  English  cottage, 
was  to  be  seen.  It  was  impossible  to  conceive  life  so  abso- 
lutely bare  of  interest,  or  amusement,  or  comfort,  or  refine- 
ment of  any  kind. 

In  England  thrift  appears  to  be  a  great  virtue  ;  one  to 
be  inculcated  on  every  occasion  upon  our  people.  Here  one 
hates  the  very  mention  of  it.  It  is  an  end  :  they  do  not 
work  to  live,  they  live  for  the  sake  of  working  to  lay  by  ; 
they  grudge  every  penny  they  spend,  even  for  the  most  im- 
portant necessaries.^  There  is  never  a  respite  when  they  have 
amassed  enough  :  among  the  town  people  of  Aubieres,  said 

M  ,  with  ten  thousand  francs  laid  by,  the  women  go  every 

day  to  Clermont  with  their  baskets  on  their  heads  to  gain  a  few 
sous  (and  to  gossip).  The  sordid,  unclean,  hideous  existence 
which  is  the  result  of  all  this  saving  and  self-denial,  the  repulsive 
absence  of  any  ideal  but  that  of  '  de  cacher  de  petits  sous  dans 
des  vieux  bas,'  as  an  object  for  life,  is  incredible  if  it  is  not 
seen  and  studied.  There  is  so  great  a  jealousy  of  any  man 
rising  above  the  rest  that  the  equality  in  the  villages  is  nearly 
absolute,  and  the  level  of  taste  and  civilisation  sinks  to  the 
capacity  of  the  lowest;  any  advance  on  this  is  regarded  as  pride 
and  absurdity.  There  was  absolutely  no  house  in  any  of  the 
villages  where  the  chief  farmers,  the  lawyer,  and  the  doctor 
show  a  higher  standard  of  refinement,  information,  and  com^ 

1  '  La  Fran3e  est  le  pays  de  I'epargne,  on  s'y  prive  pour  amasser.  Faiite 
cV avoir  le  superflu,  nous  lesinons  sur  le  necessaire.' 
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fort  as  at  home;  all  was  squalor  and  ignorance  alike — even  the 
priest  was  a  peasant  like  the  rest. 

And  this  is  the  state  of  society  which,  with  great  expense, 
trouble,  and  care,  we  are  about  to  try  and  introduce  for  the 
regeneration  of  Ireland — without  even  her  possession  of  any  of 
the  conditions  which  enable  the  French  peasant  to  get  on  at 
all — i.e.  his  extraordinary  powers  of  thrift,  his  own  unwearied 
industry  and  that  which  he  compels  from  liis  wife  and  children, 
and  finally  the  climate,  enabling  an  amount  and  a  variety  of 
produce  to  be  raised,  utterly  impossible  in  our  northern  dis- 
tricts. 

If  '  truth,  goodness,  and  beauty  '  be  the  objects  of  life  worth 
living  for,  to  be  sought  after,  however  imperfectly,  by  all  classes, 
each  after  their  lights  and  opportunities,  if  '  the  cares  of  liveli- 
hood must  not  absorb  the  mind,  taming  all  impulse,  clogging 
all  flights,  depressing  the  spirit  with  a  base  anxiety,  smothering 
social  intercourse,  destroying  men's  interest  in  each  other,  and 
making  friendship  impossible,'  ^  then  indeed  there  can  be  no 
arrangements  of  living,  no  ideal  of  society  more  utterly  mistaken 
than  that  of  the  peasant  proprietors  as  we  have  now  watched 
them  closely  in  the  south  and  middle  of  France — with  no  higher 
object  than  the  old  stocking  or  the  buying  of  some  infinitesimal 
corner  of  land,  with  no  care  for  politics,  for  art,  for  education, 
or  anything  outside  their  own  narrow  range  of  vision,  and  with 
no  hope  of  improvement  for  the  race  in  the  future,  as  their 
children  will  perpetuate  apparently  in  scecula  sceculoriim  the 
life  in  which  they  now  spend  their  dismal  existence. 


1  Seeley. 
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FEASANT  PROPRIETORS  IN  BRITTANY,  &c., 
FROM  FRENCH  SOURCES. 

The  evidence  of  a  foreigner  is  often  considered  to  be  preju- 
diced ;  I  therefore  add  an  account  of  Brittany  from  the  '  Ilevue 
des  Deux-Mondes/  for  November  1884,  which  enters  into  very 
great  detail  concerning  the  different  districts.  It  describes 
the  cottages  with  roofs  reaching  to  the  ground,  the  interior 
black  with  the  smoke  of  heather  and  dried  furze  (their  only 
fuel)  ;  the  owner  and  his  family  half  naked,  sleeping  in  a  box, 
without  sheets,  on  a  chaff  mattress,  with  a  cow,  a  pig,  or  a 
donkey  at  the  other  end  of  the  hovel,  as  not  uncommon.  La 
petite  propriete  has  increased  enormously  in  the  last  forty  years. 
The  excessive  morcellement  prevents  the  possibility  of  dairy 
produce  in  many  parts,  but  allows  of  market  gardening.  The 
climate  near  the  shore  is  wonderfully  mild,  and  since  the  open- 
ing of  railroads  early  vegetables  are  grown  there,  which  are 
sent  to  Paris.  Gigantic  fig-trees,  vines,  pomegranates,  myrtles, 
and  camellias  grow  out  of  doors.  The  seaweed  on  the  coast, 
used  as  manure,  makes  the  market  gardens  very  fertile,  and 
half  a  million  francs'  worth  of  strawberries  is  grown  about 
Brest,  but  this  does  not  seem  to  increase  the  comfort  of  the 
peasants.  In  the  interior  there  are  thousands  of  wild  acres, 
whole  tracts  of  broom  and  furze  which  is  used  for  fences, 
chopped  up  for  cattle  v^hen  young  and  green,  and  which  it  is 
proposed  to  cultivate  and  improve,  with  an  occasional  wretched 
cottage  in  the  midst  of  the  desert. 

The  value  of  the  land  has  increased,  of  course,  since  the 
opening  of  communications,  but  prices  vary  extremely,  and  in 
some  parts  are  extremely  low.  The  small  amount  of  produce 
is  complained  of  ;  '  autant  vaut  la  terre  que  Thomme ' ;  if  the 
land  were  better  cultivated  and  the  peasants  higher  in  scale, 
they  would  get  more.  The  large  farms  are  generally  better 
cultivated  in  Lannion,  and  let  at  100  to  130  francs  the  hectare 
(two  and  a  half  acres),  which  falls  to  sixty  or  eighty  francs  in 
the  interior. 
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The  state  of  the  country,  socially,  seems  to  be  of  the  lowest. 
Food  for  a  working  man  is  calculated  at  8/.  a  year,  for  a  woman 
at  6^.  A  soicpe,  of  course  without  meat,  with  or  without  lard, 
water-gruel  with  black  bread  ill-baked,  butter  and  potatoes 
(the  lard  generally  in  very  small  quantities),  is  the  food  for 
employer  and  employed  alike.  This  diet  produces  une  mollesse 
et  une  lenteur  very  bad  for  work.  The  women  are  particularly 
worn  and  weakened  by  it.  Les  ahus  cdcooliques,  to  which  a 
too  great  number  of  the  peasants  yield,  seem  to  be  the  reaction 
from  a  state  of  semi-starvation.  The  evil  has  grown  worse  of 
late  in  the  lower  stratum  of  the  working  class,  unhappily  the 
most  numerous.  Alcohol  has  taken  the  place  of  wine  and 
cider,  and  drunkenness  among  women  goes  on  increasing. 
Their  excuse  of  bad  food  does  not  hold  good  for  the  women  of 
INTormandy,  who  are  addicted  to  the  same  vice.  The  drinking 
at  fairs,  at  sales  of  land,  and  at  feasts  and  '  Pardons,'  ^  is  ex- 
cessive for  both  sexes,  especially  on  Sunday.  The  ceremonies 
of  the  Church,  however,  are  dying  out,  and  in  most  parts  fairs 
and  sales  only  remain  to  bring  people  together. 

Nothing  improves  more  slowly  than  the  dwellings — it  is 
the  last  use  to  which  the  savings  of  the  peasant  are  applied. 
The  houses  are  generally  exceedingly  damp,  and  the  inhabi- 
tants have  to  choose  between  being  frozen  or  smoked,  and 
the  cohabitation  die  cocJion  is  general,  though  sometimes  he 
is  separated  from  the  family  by  a  thin  partition.  The  beds 
are  arranged  one  over  the  other,  like  the  berths  of  a  ship — 
le  systeme  Breton — dirty,  the  feathers  ill- cured  and  full  of 
smells.  L^ascension  joenihle  et  ridicide  die  docteur  to  a  patient 
above  may  be  imagined.  The  want  of  windows  and  doors  is 
general  everywhere,  and  these  wretched  hovels  are  rented  at 
U.,  2^.,  and  even  4/.  a  year — letting,  of  course,  is  not  confined 
to  large  owners.  Wages  vary  in  the  different  communes  ; 
about  fifteenpence  a  day  for  men  without  food,  tenpence  with  ; 
tenpence  or  sevenpence  for  women,  ^  and  we  have  met  with 
cases  of  fivepence  for  women  with  food,  and  eightpence  with- 
out.' In  the  Cotes  du  Nord,  even  the  men  have  only  from 
fivepence  to  sixpence  a  day  during  the  winter — '  c^est  miserable T 
It  is  only  in  harvest-time,  and  in  the  more  prosperous  districts, 
that  the  labourer  in  Brittany  obtains  two  francs  a  day  ;  two 
and  a  half  is  very  exceptional.    The  work  is  so  bad  that  this 

^  A  'Pardon  '  is  a  church  gathering  where  indulgences  are  obtained,  and  in 
the  davs  when  the  beautiful  local  costumes  still  existed  was  a  most  picturesque 
sight.' 
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cheap  rate  costs  as  much  as  better  pay  for  more  efficient 
labour,  but  the  employers  are  too  poor  to  give  more. 

In  the  great  majority  of  middle-sized  and  small  farms,  the 
wife  is  humble  and  submissive— fa^onnee  aujoitg  de  Vhomme. 
She  is  like  a  servant  without  wages  ;  she  waits  on  the  men  at 
table  and  eats  their  leavings — un  ridicule  tres  marque  attaches 
to  an  indulgent  husband  in  popular  estimation.  Unfortun- 
ately, the  habit  of  parents  to  strip  themselves  of  their  property 
during  their  lifetimes  for  their  children  only  tends  to  make 
des  ingrats. 

Education  is  at  the  lowest.  In  the  Morbihan,  sixty  out  of 
a  hundred  cannot  read  ;  in  the  Ile-et-Yilaine  in  the  census  of 
1872  the  population  was  589,532  ;  those  who  could  read  were 
only  355,400,  and  the  instruction  of  234,132  of  these  was  very 
bad.  Strange  superstitions  linger  in  the  province.  In  the 
arrondissement  of  the  great  stone  circles,  the  Maenhirs  and 
Dolmens,  hairy  dwarfs  are  seen  at  night  executing  strange 
dances  and  playing  tricks  upon  passers-by.  A  prosaic  English- 
man might  be  apt  to  connect  these  with  the  ahus  alcooliques 
so  often  mentioned  in  the  article. 

In  St.  Brieux  the  cultivation  is  all  by  hand  with  spades, 
hoes,  and  rakes.  The  small  proprietors  have  sometimes  a 
donkey- cart,  or  one  or  two  cows,  generally  very  poor  and  thin. 
The  number  of  small  properties  is  given  in  the  case  of  each 
arrondissement,  but  the  terms  '  large  ^  and  *  small '  require 
explanation.  In  some  places  a  property  of  from  fifty  up  to 
(rarely)  a  hundred  acres  counts  as  large  ;  the  small  ones  begin 
at  a  parcelle^  ahd  rise  to  twenty-five  acres.  The  country  looks 
like  a  chessboard.  In  Quimper  four-fifths  of  the  property  are 
under  twenty-five  acres.  A  pitiless  succession  of  bad  years 
has  lowered  the  value  of  land  and  also  of  rents  everywhere, 
often  as  much  as  by  a  fourth  or  a  fifth.  Near  Nantes,  for  the 
last  ten  years  or  so,  the  little  proprietors  seem  more  disposed 
to  sell  than  to  buy. 

A  great  division  of  property  on  the  coast  is  caused  by  the 
passion  of  the  sailors  for  a  lopin  de  terre  on  which  they  can 
build  a  house.  These  scraps  are  sold,  however,  as  quickly  as 
they  are  bought  ;  the  owners  soon  grow  weary  of  the  land, 
are  off*  to  the  cod  fisheries  in  Newfoundland  or  elsewhere,  and 
are  forced  to  sell.  The  greater  *  fisheries '  and  the  merchant 
marine  are  both  going  down,  however. 

But  the  principal  cause  of  this  crumbling  away  of  pro- 
perty and  the  artificial  augmentation  of  its  value,  out  of  all 
proportion  to  the  agricultural  return,  is  its  equal  division 
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among  the  heirs  at  a  death,  which  to  a  great  extent  is  made 
in  kind,  and  also  that  properties  are  bought  up  on  speculation 
and  sold  at  auction  in  small  pieces,  often  at  an  immense  in- 
crease in  price. 

The  state  of  the  peasants  is  said  to  have  improved,  but  we 
should  consider  it  extremely  low. 

In  the  arrondissement  of  Yitre  is  the  Chateau  des  Rochers, 
which  belonged  to  Madame  de  Sevigne,  and  the  state  of  things 
seems  to  remain  much  the  same  as  in  her  day.  The  estate 
then  was  valued  at  120,000  livres,  and  the  rents  at  6,000 
livres  a  year  ;  the  value  of  the  livre  in  1660-70  was  probably 
about  four  times  the  present  livre  or  franc.  Life,  however, 
was  much  cheaper  than  at  present,  and  the  nobles  used  to 
pass  the  winter  in  the  country  in  order  to  save  for  the  ex- 
penses of  Paris.  It  is  a  pity  that  the  present  value  of  the 
land  is  not  given,  so  as  to  show  the  exact  measure  of  the 
increase. 

Some  of  the  fierce  old  savage  spirit  still  lingers  in  the  songs 
of  the  country.  In  one  ^  survival '  from  a  more  barbarous  age, 
the  peasant,  seeing  his  enemies  and  their  tents  burning  in  the 
fire  he  has  lighted,  cries,  '  We  shall  have  a  fine  harvest  ;  there 
is  nothing  like  des  os  hroyes  pour  faire  pousser  le  hie  I  ^ 

Mendicity  is  the  bane  of  the  province.  It  is  a  tradition 
and  a  career  perpetuated  from  father  to  son — on  est  ne  men- 
diant  en  Bretagne.  Alms  are  distributed  on  certain  days  at 
the  farms  ;  the  amount  of  charity  given  is  immense,  but  the 
consequence  is  that  pauperism  and  drunkenness  are  the  true 
enemies  to  contend  with.  Public  relief  appears  to  be  very  im- 
perfect. Hospitals  and  asylums,  doctors  and  druggists,  are 
alike  wanting  in  the  country  and  in  the  smaller  towns.  In  the 
islands  of  Brittany  at  the  extremity  of  Finisterre,  Batz,  Hoe- 
dec,  &c.,  the  customs  are  peculiar  ;  the  men  go  out  fishing,  and 
have  little  authority  on  shore  ;  the  wives  possess  the  land, 
manage  the  property,  cultivate  it,  and  see  after  the  children. 
The  agriculture  is  extremely  poor,  indeed  miserable  ;  there  are 
scarcely  any  cows  or  sheep,  and  corn  and  potatoes  are  grown 
almost  exclusively.  The  unit  is  a  sillon  ;  the  properties  are 
divided  into  these  furrows,  about  three  feet  wide  and  forty 
metres  long,  the  value  of  which  is  about  ten  francs.  The  mor- 
cellement  is  so  great  that  135  acres  in  cultivation  in  one  island 
are  divided  into  3,765  parcelles.  The  large  properties  consist 
of  twelve  or  thirteen  sillons,  but  some  are  cut  up  into  half- 
sillons,  and  in  one  case  this  half  is  w^orked  and  harvested  alter- 
nately by  three  owners.  propriHaires  minuscules  some- 
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times  possess  families  who  divide  the  profits  amongst  them- 
selves.   Subdivision  could  hardly  be  carried  further. 

There  is  an  interesting  description  of  the  great  central 
plains  of  France  in  four  articles  on  '  Un  Departement/  by  M 
Belloc,  more  generalised  than  the  description  of  Brittany. 
Large  farms  here  still  exist,  '  long  rows  of  furrows  of  corn  are 
to  be  seen  on  all  sides,  there  is  not  a  tree,  the  wind  blows 
rudely,  one  might  fancy  oneself  at  sea.  The  monotonous  line 
of  the  horizon  is  only  broken  by  the  meagre  remains  of  a  few 
poplars  and  elms  along  the  borders  of  a  road,  and  the  outline 
of  a  farmstead  here  and  three.  A  few  sheep  feed  on  the 
stubble,  and  increase  the  melancholy  impression  of  this  culti- 
vated Sahara.  In  the  farmyard  small  and  great  cattle,  troops 
of  geese,  poultry,  children,  labourers,  farming-men,  live  and 
huddle  in  an  atmosphere  of  hay,  corn  and  stables  under  the 
black  beams  of  this  caravanserai.'  Then  comes  a  description  of 
the  submissive  demeanour  of  the  ploughmen  and  'August- 
men  '  to  the  farmer,  and  the  despotism  exerted  by  '  this  re- 
doubtable master,  accustomed  from  his  childhood  to  be  obeyed 
by  beasts  and  men  alike.  His  words  are  few,  brief,  sharp  ; 
they  fall  on  the  idle  like  the  goad  on  the  neck  of  an  ox  ' 
(a  curious  picture  in  the  country  of  equality).  '  When  the 
mistress  at  the  head  of  her  long  table  serves  out  portions  of  a 
thick  soup  to  the  labourers,  they  devour  it  in  silence  ;  when 
she  commands,  her  rude  voice  is  like  a  winter's  wind,  every 
word  drops  from  a  height ;  she  is  a  queen  in  sabots.'  Else- 
where the  soil  is  described  as  divided  into  parcels  as  small  as 
the  squares  of  a  chessboard  :  the  labourers  and  owners  live  in 
the  dreary  villages  which  one  sees  dropped  down,  as  it  were,  on 
the  bare  fields  with  scarcely  a  trace  of  gardens  or  orchards. 
'  In  such  places  only  the  taxgatherer,  the  road- surveyor,  or 
occasionally  a  couple  of  gens  d^armes,  ever  remind  the  people 
of  the  existence  of  the  executive  power.  About  every  twenty 
years  a  white  placard  informs  the  inhabitants  that  the  Govern- 
ment is  changed  ;  but  one  gets  used  to  everything  ! — they  only 
find  that  the  taxes  are  heavier  and  the  military  service  more 
severe.' 

The  chateaux  are  few  and  far  between,  and  the  account  of 
the  manner  in  which  the  possessors,  frequently  nouveaux- 
riches,  rush  down  from  Paris  for  a  month  or  two,  sometimes  not 
till  August  or  still  later  in  the  year,  accounts  for  much  of  the 
want  of  sympathy,  amounting  to  ill-feeling,  of  the  peasants  to 
the  great  house  ;  very  difierent  from  an  English  country  home, 
in  which  the  inhabitants  live  for  a  great  part  of  the  year. 
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The  ladies  are  dressed  for  their  different  roles — ^  the  hunts- 
men are  sounding  their  horns,  the  cooks  are  fussing  round  their 
saucepans,  there  is  clatter  enough  to  hreak  one's  head  ;  the 
poor  devil  of  a  farmer  who  comes  up  with  his  requests  and  his 
complaints,  draws  back  and  puts  them  off  to  a  more  convenient 
season.  Meanwhile,  the  whirlwind  has  passed  away,  the  shut- 
ters are  all  closed,  and  a  dreary  silence  has  fallen  on  the  whole 
place  for  the  rest  of  the  year.' 

'  In  England  it  is  quite  different,'  says  the  next  article. 
^  The  incurable  weakness  of  the  French  noblesse  is  that  it  was 
a  caste,  no  obligations  moral  or  material  were  attached  to  it, 
and  it  was  hermetically  sealed  to  the  rest  of  the  world  ;  the 
English  aristocracy  is  an  order  open  to  all,  recruited  incessantly 
from  all  classes  of  the  nation  ;  no  title  distinguishes  the  second 
generation  of  a  noble  house.  On  the  other  hand,  a  "petit  homme 
de  lettres  "  like  D'Israeli,  a  lawyer  like  Cairns,  a  soldier  of  for- 
tune like  Wolseley,  if  their  talent,  their  knowledge,  or  their 
services  make  them  rise  to  the  top  of  the  tree,  take  their  places 
in  the  first  ranks  of  the  nation,  not  inferior  to  the  Stanleys, 
the  Percys,  and  the  Howards.  Any  English  mother  may 
flatter  herself  that  her  son  will  win  a  coronet,  and  the  strength 
of  this  aristocracy  is  that  it  continually  absorbs  into  itself  all 
the  marked  men  of  the  nation,  and  their  influence  is  founded 
on  the  part  they  take  in  all  that  makes  up  both  the  hard  work 
and  the  play  of  English  public  life.  They  are  present  at  every 
gathering,  because  their  presence  is  everywhere  required  and 
expected,  and  they  grudge  neither  their  time  nor  their  money 
in  the  public  service.' 

Next  comes  an  account  of  a  wine  district  '  where  the  vine- 
growers  are  not  at  all  in  the  odour  of  sanctity.  The  wine 
which  they  make  tastes  of  gunpowder,  and  gets  into  the  head ; 
their  opinions  are  like  their  wine,  and  they  are  intoxicated  by 
the  struggle  which  they  pursue  with  success  against  large  pro- 
perties. They  imagine  themselves  in  good  faith  the  kings  of 
the  "world,  because  they  reign  over  a  few  stony  acres.  There 
is  a  sort  of  gambling  in  their  affairs,  for  they  are  at  the  mercy 
of  a  frost  or  a  ray  of  sunshine.  Impatient  in  bad  fortune, 
arrogant  in  good,  they  want  to  re-model  everything  except  of 
course  the  little  morsel  of  property  which  they  possess.' 

The  morcellement  of  the  vineyards  is  excessive,  no  machines 
can  of  course  be  used,  and  the  processes  of  cultivation  must  all 
be  carried  out  by  hand,  so  that  it  may  be  said  to  ofler  the  best 
chance  to  a  small  owner — in  a  bad  year,  however,  he  has 
nothing  to  fall  back  upon.    We  heard  from  other  sources  that 
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in  the  vine  district  of  the  Medoc,  near  Bordeaux,  where  the 
best  claret  is  made,  the  peasant-owners  of  vineyards  were 
extremely  prosperous,  until  the  '  oidium '  (mildew)  and  the 
phylloxera  of  the  last  few  years  made  such  ravages  among  the 
grapes.  They  were  then  iitterly  unable  to  undertake  the 
expensive  remedies  necessary  to  combat  the  disease,  which 
have  been  employed  with  excellent  effect  by  a  large  capitalist 
in  the  district.  Such  operations  as  flooding  the  low  grounds, 
where  the  water  lies  for  a  time,  to  drown  the  almost  microscopic 
insect  working  at  the  root,  and  the  employment  of  sulphuric 
acid  and  other  chemicals  on  the  steep  hill-sides  to  burn  him 
out,  are  altogether  too  costly  to  be  carried  on  by  small  owners 
dependent  on  the  year's  returns. 
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The  dreary  days  of  the  protracted  session  came  to  an  end  at 
last,  and  we  left  England  on  a  cloudless  hot  day,  while  the  corn 
was  being  joyfully  gathered  in  on  all  sides.  The  harvest  was 
hardly  more  advanced  in  the  north  of  France  and  Belgium, 
though  the  climate  was  so  much  better,  as  the  peaches  and 
grapes  sold  at  all  the  little  stations  bore  witness. 

The  waste  of  land  in  the  innumerable  hedges  and  ditches 
which  divide  the  tiny  properties  in  Picardy  was  very  striking. 
In  Belgium  the  fences  had  vanished,  but  the  waste  of  labour 
was  as  great  :  three  or  four  little  ploughs,  with  two  horses  each, 
were  working  at  three  or  four  little  strips,  the  whole  not  so  big 
as  a  small  English  field  which  would  have  been  ploughed  in  a 
day  with  one  pair — each  proprietor  here  does  his  own  work 
with  no  help  from  or  co-operation  with  his  neighbour;  the  little 
corn-ricks  looked  as  if  out  of  a  child's  farmyard,  and  were  often 
so  weak-kneed  that  they  had  to  be  supported  by  props. 

The  scattered  villages  lie  very  far  apart,  and  Belgian  villages 
are  peculiarly  wretched-looking, — the  dwellings  one- storey ed 
and  miserable,  the  isolated  cottages  few, — often  mere  mud- 
hovels  ;  vegetables  running  close  to  the  very  door,  with  no  path 
up  to  it,  and  not  a  single  flower  ;  the  bare-legged,  bare-headed 
women  evidently  too  ground  down  by  hard  work  in  the  fields, 
and  anxiety  for  the  bare  life,  to  care  for  even  a  strip  of  gar- 
den. If  flowers  were  to  be  seen,  they  were  at  a  drinking- 
house  or  at  the  railway  stations. 

^  II  n'y  a  nul  part  autant  d'indigents  que  dans  cette  grasse 
et  riche  contree.  A  third  part  of  the  inhabitants  of  Lille 
are  on  the  books  of  the  Bureau- de-bienfaisance,  and  more 
than  one  rural  commune  has  the  same  proportion  of  poor.' — 
De  Lavergue. 

The  distances  for  the  owners  to  go  to  their  bits  of  land  are 
very  great.    There  are  few  cross-roads,  so  they  must  tramp 
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along  the  grassy  muddy  paths  between  the  fields  to  reach 
their  work — no  trees  were  to  be  seen  but  the  occasional  rows  of 
hideous  black  poplars,  with  branches  trimmed  up  for  fuel  and 
to  prevent  their  overshadowing  the  soil.  There  was  not  room 
for  a  real  tree  anywhere  in  the  economy  of  that  world. 

In  Belgium  the  number  of  small  imrcelles  is  increasing. 
According  to  official  statistics  in  1846  there  were  5,500,000, 
and  758,000  proprietors.  Thirty  years  after,  in  1876,  the  pav- 
celles  had  increased  by  about  a  million,  and  there  were  1,131,000 
proprietors.  It  appears  as  if  the  petite  culture  only  answered 
with  market  gardens  near  the  great  towns,  which  give  advan- 
tages of  good  markets  and  plenty  of  manure  in  all  countries 
alike.  Here,  however,  the  towns  are  singularly  many  and  close 
together,  Ghent,  Bruges,  Malines,  &c. 

The  bits  of  land  were  generally  the  size  of  a  large  allotment, 
about  half  an  acre  or  so  (one  man  will  own  several  of  these), 
and  the  effect  on  the  naked  country  is  as  of  a  patchwork  quilt 
thrown  over  it ;  a  small  brown  patch  for  the  ploughed  land, 
a  light  green  for  the  mown  grass,  a  dark  green  for  the  uncut 
clover,  a  yellow  one  for  the  corn,  and  then  da  capo,  over  and 
over  again.  There  seemed  a  full  level  of  poverty  everywhere  ; 
there  was  not  a  house  as  big  as  an  ordinary  English  farmhouse 
to  be  seen,  particularly  from  Brussels  to  Yerviers  ;  everything 
skimped,  cramped,  uniform  in  ugliness  and  squalid  wretched- 
ness. 

We  drank  tea  in  the  inner  court  of  the  hotel  at  Brussels, 
al  fresco,  with  an  old  French  priest,  who  had  come  in  to  see 
the  Belgian  Exhibition  and  was  very  discontented  with  affairs 
at  home.  '  Gambetta,  c'est  un  farceur,  un  buveur  d'estaminets 
il  y  a  dix  ans  ;  allez,  c'est  une  fameuse  degringolade  pour  la 
France  d'etre  gouvernee  par  un  homme  comme  ga.'  A  more 
important  witness  declared  he  was  biding  his  time  for  a  war 
of  revenge,  when  he  would  rise  as  the  saviour  of  France  and 
the  restorer  of  the  provinces  wrung  from  her  in  '70 — '  and  war 
even  now  is  popular  in  France/ 

The  bad  coal  burnt  on  all  the  engines  made  the  journey  most 
unpleasant  in  the  heat ;  and  we  came  into  Cologne  looking 
almost  black.  Even  the  Cathedral  felt  hot.  Its  spires,  the  highest 
in  the  world,  as  the  Emperor  declared  proudly  in  his  speech  at 
the  opening,  were  still  veiled  by  the  great  scaffolding,  which 
is  a  miracle  of  construction,  but  will  soon  now  be  removed. 
That  majestic  building,  begun  with  the  idea  of  glorifying  and 
pleasing  God  by  the  gift  of  all  that  is  best  in  the  powers  of 
man,  an  offering  to  Heaven,  is  now  completed  with  little 
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reference  to  God  at  all,  but  as  a  patriotic  tribute  to  the  unifi- 
cation of  Germany  and  to  the  honour  of  the  German  race,  the 
work  of  men  of  all  creeds,  by  a  national  instead  of  a  religious 
enthusiasm.  A  strange  crook  in  the  lot  of  the  great  '  Dom ' 
— the  design  of  the  old  builders  at  length  carried  out  after 
600  years,  but  with  a  complete  change  in  the  central  thought  ! 
And,  final  irony  of  fate,  the  E^oman  Catholic  Cathedral  opened 
by  a  Protestant  Emperor,  with  its  Archbishop  in  exile  and 
under  a  ban,  and  a  ceremony  comprising  as  little  as  possible  of 
the  Roman  Catholic  element  !  The  great  crane  on  the  mighty 
unfinished  tower  is  gone,  and  the  devil,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  is 
worsted,  who,  as  it  is  well  known,  objected  to  its  removal,  and 
sent  a  storm  to  prevent  it.  The  plans  for  the  building  had 
been  most  meanly  filched  from  him  by  the  architect,  all  except 
a  part  of  the  middle,  to  which  the  devil  held  tight.  He  vowed, 
in  consequence,  only  too  successfully  until  now,  that  this  part 
of  the  church  should  never  be  finished. 

The  lingering  light  was  just  touching  the  highest  part  of 
the  high  windows  as  we  entered  the  transept,  all  below  lying 
in  deep  shadow,  which  masked  the  rather  bare  walls  of  the 
lofty  nave,  enormously  high  in  proportion  as  it  soars  into  the 
air.  It  is  finished  according  to  the  old  drawings  found  after 
having  been  lost  for  a  hundred  or  so  of  years,  but  the  new  part 
has  an  oddly  cut-and-dried  look  compared  to  the  old  work, 
which  seems  to  have  grovm  like  a  living  organism,  and  the 
statues  on  the  retreating  arches  of  the  portals  are  strangely 
bad  and  vulgar — 'journey  work,'  done  evidently  by  the  yard. 

The  next  morning  was  Sunday,  and  the  enormous  space 
was  filled  by  the  rather  unlovely  Rhineland  race.  Common- 
looking,  good,  quiet  folk  apparently,  but  'ordinary  all,' was  the 
ceaseless  comment  as  the  ceaseless  stream  flowed  on — the 
women  ugly,  ill-dressed,  in  colours  hopelessly  wrong,  and  an 
utter  want  of  charm.  A  Frenchwoman  with  no  more  beauty 
would  yet  have  made  herself  pleasant  to  look  at  ;  an  Italian 
croAvd  would  have  been  dirtier  but  more  picturesque.  The  men 
w^ere  in  curious  preponderance  at  the  service.  A  crowd  stood 
round  an  altar  in  the  transept,  and  the  responses  to  the  priest 
were  in  such  harsh  gutturals  that  we  thought  some  heavy  metal 
was  being  dragged  on  the  pavement,  till  we  walked  among  them 
and  heard  our  neighbours'  voices  come  grating  out  of  their 
mouths.  No  one  had  a  book,  but  all  joined,  evidently  knowing 
the  service  by  heart. 

A  woman  with  a  basketful  of  candles  came  up  to  me  with 
an  insinuating  smile.  My  neighbour  bought  one  and  proceeded 
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to  set  it  Oil  a  spike,  in  company  with  two  or  three  dozen  nioro, 
which  were  burning  to  the  honour  of  a  small  statuette  of  the 
Virgin,  in  a  crown  and  very  fine  brocade  gown,  over  a  crino- 
line. She  was  evidently  much  in  fashion,  for  a  whole  gallery 
of  ex  votos  hung  over  her.  Presently,  a  poor  old  woman  in 
black,  with  a  heavy  basket  on  her  arm,  sat  down  by  me,  and 
with  a  rapt  look  leant  back,  closed  her  eyes,  and  began  telling 
her  beads,  while  a  look  of  peace  stole  over  the  worn  face.  It 
was  pleasant,  also,  to  see  how  at  home  everybody  seemed  to 
feel,  passing  from  altar  to  altar  as  they  pleased,  as  if  the  place 
belonged  to  them,  instead  of  to  the  sexton  and  the  beadle,  as 
in  cathedrals  at  home.  The  great  organ  sounded  like  the 
articulate  voice  of  the  enormous  building,  and  the  single  voices 
of  the  choir  in  the  distance  like  the  pleadings  of  earth  with 
Heaven,  plaintive,  weak,  uncertain,  full  of  sorrows  and  per- 
plexities. And  then  came  the  answer  of  the  Church  back 
again,  full,  rich,  powerful,  unhesitating,  infallible  (if  only  you 
accept  it  !).  The  extremely  vicarious  nature  of  the  worship 
struck  one,  however,  the  more  from  the  immense  distances  at 
which  it  took  place.  A  tinkling  bell  rang,  out  of  sight  and  a 
quarter  of  a  mile  away,  telling  us  that  the  Host  was  being 
raised,  and  immediately  everybody  went  on  their  knees,  at 
whatever  point  of  their  devotions  they  were.  You  had  only 
to  follow  your  leader  and  do  as  you  were  bid,  and  you  were 
washed  '  clean  and  done  for  '  by  the  priest,  in  the  lump,  as  it 
were — instead  of  the  strictly  individual  relation  of  the  soul  to 
its  Creator  of  real  Protestant  worship.  Then  the  priest  put 
the  remains  of  our  Lord  into  a  box  on  the  altar,  the  little 
choir  boys  swung  their  incense  pots,  and  our  adorations  were 
over. 

The  new  painted  glass,  with  a  few  exceptions,  is  abomi- 
nable. One  window  in  magenta  and  green  looked  like  a  faithful 
rendering  of  the  last  new  carpet  from  Shoolbred's,  or  whoever 
the  German  equivalent  of  that  worthy  may  be.  Then  came  a 
glare  of  yellow  and  red,  like  a  transparency  in  oiled  paper, 
with  bright  light  blue  at  the  top.  Every  variety  but  the 
variety  of  good  was  there,  and  of  that  harmony  found  in  the 
old  glass  of  even  poor  village  churches.  The  attempt  at  making 
a  picture  interferes,  however,  with  the  true  effect  of  painted 
glass  which  should  be  mainly  that  of  pure  colour — a  glory  which 
is,  perhaps,  more  sensuous  than  that  of  form,  but  with  as  supreme 
a  pleasure  of  its  own,  as  maybe  felt  in  the  rose  windows  of  St. 
Maclou  and  the  Cathedral  at  R-ouen.  It  is  like  melody,  perhaps, 
as  compared  to  harmony  in  the  sister  art. 
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*  Offerings  for  the  Holy  Father,  Leo.  XIII./  were  received 
at  the  door.  Living  on  the  alms  of  the  whole  world  ;  an  idea 
beautiful  or,  not  as  your  fancy  takes  it — hardly  appealing  to 
our  English  sympathies. 

The  Rhine  steamers  are  a  favourite  resort  for  bridal  excur- 
sions, and  we  had  two  pairs  on  board.  One  ugly  fat  girl  was 
marching  up  and  down  the  deck  in  a  thick  cloth  jacket,  in 
spite  of  the  heat,  with  white  mittens  on  the  hands  senti- 
mentally clasped  on  her  bridegroom\s  arm,  and  a  proud  look  of 
serene  consciousness  of  being  the  admired  of  all  beholders, 
which  was  inexpressibly  silly  and  droll  :  another  sat  with  her 
arm  round  the  neck  of  hers,  or  resting  on  his  knee, — simple, 
tactless,  tasteless  worthy  folk. 

The  reign  of  ugliness  in  modern  architecture  is  as  bad  here 
as  in  England — it  is  wonderful  how  every  old  building,  both  in 
town  and  village,  is  picturesque,  rich  in  ornament  and  design, 
and  every  new  one  mean  and  scamped  in  eaves  and  mouldings. 
As  we  passed  up  the  river  the  black-and-white  half-timbered 
cottages,  the  woodwork  in  patterns,  were  all  good  ;  the  towers 
of  the  churches,  with  their  pierced  stone  parapets,  round- 
headed  windows  or  pointed  pinnacles — the  pitch  of  the  high 
roofs,  the  proportions  of  everything,  were  right,  while  the  new 
pensions,  &c.,  were  as  hideous  as  if  from  the  hands  of  a  London 
builder.  The  originality  of  each  little  district,  too,  was  interest- 
ing ;  while  the  new  work  was  everywhere  all  alike.  The  isolation 
of  old  days  may  account  for  each  community  having  a  pattern 
of  its  own,  but  not  for  the  amount  of  imagination  which  they 
showed  then  in  building  and  have  lost  now. 

In  the  same  way  almost  every  bit  of  costume  has  died  out. 
The  embroidered  cloths  and  velvet  bodices,  the  beautiful  stuffs 
which  lasted  for  generations,  are  supplanted  by  dismal  lilac 
cottons  ;  the  silver  and  gold  ornaments,  wdiich  descended  from 
mother  to  daughter,  are  all  swept  into  the  gulf  of  commonplace 
which  has  inundated  the  world. 

The  effect  of  the  vine  terraces  which  seam  the  sides  of  the 
hills,  climbing  up  slopes  so  steep  that  apparently  the  soil  can 
hardly  cling  there,  is  always  interesting  ;  the  tiny  strips  are 
supported  by  walls  carefully  built  up,  the  earth  often  carried 
up  in  basketfuls.  Here,  too,  the  great  distances  that  the 
owners  must  walk  to  reach  each  little  property  are  very  strik- 
ing, and  as  there  are  no  roads  (the  ground  is  too  valuable)  each 
must  pass  along  scores  of  his  neighbours'  patches.  The  tempta- 
tion is  too  great  for  human  nature  when  the  grapes  are  ripen- 
ing, and  a  close  time  takes  place  when  no  man  is  allowed  to 
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enter  his  own  ground  (which  would  hardly  be  liked  by  an 
English  labourer).  The  owners  live  very  hardly,  eat  black  rye 
bread  and  no  meat,  and,  when  there  is  a  bad  crop,  borrow  from 
the  money-lenders, — there  is  hardly  a  man  who  is  out  of  debt, 
we  heard  again  and  again, — and  just  before  the  1st  of  Novem- 
ber there  is  a  rush  to  sell  potatoes,  or  anything  else  they  possess, 
to  pay  off  the  interest,  which  is  extremely  high.  In  a  very 
good  year  some  few  of  them  free  themselves,  but  as  in  the 
equal  division  of  property  here  one  brother  almost  always  takes 
the  land,  he  mortgages  it  to  pay  off  the  portions  of  his  brothers 
and  sisters,  and  is  hampered  generally  all  his  life.  '  The  girls 
are  prou.d,  and  will  not  go  out  to  service ;  they  prefer  the 
liberty  of  working  in  the  fields.' 

We  travelled  with  the  sister  of  a  great  wine  merchant,  who 
was  visiting  his  vineyards.  The  best  generally  belong  to  large 
owners.  The  soil  from  which  the  best  cms  of  wine  are  made  is  very 
limited,  and  a  few  feet,  or  even  inches,  divides  a  vineyard  whose 
produce  is  known  and  valued  highly  all  over  the  world,  from 
what  will  only  make  vin  ordinaire.  But  Nature's  chemistry  is 
too  subtle  to  be  analysed,  and  the  difference  cannot  be  detected 
in  the  earth.  The  limit  where  the  vines  can  be  profitably  grown 
is,  also,  we  heard,  now  reached,  and  hardly  any  new  ground  is 
added  ;  any  freshly-attempted  position  is  found  to  be  too  ex- 
posed, or  too  sunless,  or  too  bare  of  earth  to  succeed. 

The  plain  country  lying  between  Mainz  and  the  Black 
Forest  is  exceedingly  rich — fruit  trees,  with  crops  of  Indian 
corn,  roots,  clover,  growing  under  them,  abound  ;  but  the  last 
winter  had  been  '  dreadful,'  and  a  good  half  of  the  apple,  pear, 
and  plum  trees  were  dead.  What  do  the  people  do  in  such  a 
case  ?  we  asked.  '  Oh,  borrow  on  the  mortgage  of  their  land  : 
it  is  a  kind  of  security  qui  est  tres  goute  by  the  money-lenders,' 
said  our  friend  significantly.  '  There  is  not  a  peasant  here- 
abouts out  of  debt,'  said  another.  '  They  pay  enormously, 
sometimes  as  much  as  five  per  cent,  interest  per  month,'  said  a 
third. 

The  hard  work  of  the  women  is  excessive  :  mowing  (we  saw 
three  women  mowing  in  one  field),  spreading  dung  with 
wretched  wooden  forks,  digging  potatoes,  driving  carts,  one  at 
least  we  saw  ploughing,  carrying  burdens,  dragging  loads,  bare- 
foot, bare-headed  but  for  a  handkerchief,  dirty,  weary,  haggard, 
old  before  their  time.  The  distance  between  the  villages  was 
sometimes  nine  or  ten  miles,  so  that  they  must  often  walk  five 
miles  out  and  five  back  to  the  plots  in  the  middle,  as  there 
were  no  cottages  between. 
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We  stopped  at  OfFenburg,  a  quiet  little  town  at  the  heginning 
of  the  Black  Forest  district,  with  great  green  pots  lining  the 
streets,  full  of  flowering  oleanders  and  large  plants  of  the  shy 
blooming  pomegranate,  covered  with  scarlet  blossoms,  looking 
as  if  made  of  sealing-wax.  It  was  the  eve  of  the  Grand  Duke 
of  Baden's  birthday.  He  and  his  Duchess  are  very  much 
beloved,  and  at  night  everybody  was  out  in  their  best  clothes, 
under  the  trees,  in  the  little  '  Place,'  listening  to  a  band,  and 
looking  at  six  or  eight  Chinese  lanterns  and  three  or  four 
Roman  candles,  with  squibs  and  crackers,  which  figured  as 
fireworks.  Everybody  was  delighted  and  in  high  good-humour. 
We  sat  on  two  chairs  given  by  a  friendly  shopwoman  and 
talked  to  our  neighbours,  and  were  treated  with  much  honour  by 
the  cheerful  little  crowd.  A  statue  to  Sir  Francis  Drake,  as 
the  *  inventor  of  potatoes,'  wdth  a  stone  wreath  of  that  poetic 
vegetable  round  the  plinth  at  his  feet,  stood  in  the  midst  of  the 
fun,  and  was  much  in  keeping  with  our  homely  festivities. 
'  So  sorry  you  will  not  stay  for  the  dancing  to-morrow,'  said 
our  friends  as  we  parted.    So  were  we. 

The  railroad  mounts  by  a  very  steep  incline  up  the  narrow 
valley  which  leads  to  Triberg.  A  rapid  stream  runs  at  the 
bottom,  with  little  fields  and  bits  of  pasture  here  and  there,  and 
enormous  spruce  firs  feathering  up  the  precipitous  sides.  The 
Bauer  houses  are  very  large,  built  of  wood  of  the  richest  brown, 
with  great  projecting  balconies,  generally  three,  one  above  the 
other,  hung  with  drying  clothes,  and  an  enormous  overhanging 
roof  partly  shingled,  partly  thatched,  and  bright  with  green 
moss,  which  stretches  on  one  side  to  the  ground.  Under  this 
are  sheltered  all  the  owner's  goods,  his  cows  and  horses,  his 
pigs,  oxen,  and  goats,  and,  above  all,  his  manure  heaps,  most 
valuable  and  loved  of  all  his  wealth,  and  which  scent  the  whole 
house  unbearably  to  strangers.  His  little  crop  of  corn  lies  in 
the  great  loft  at  the  top  of  the  house,  with  a  small  quantity  of 
flax,  his  wood,  and  all  his  treasures,  including  the  ladder,  which 
is  slung  aloft,  all  ready  to  his  hand  in  the  long  months  of  win- 
ter, when  the  snow  lasts  sometimes  five  months.  He  is  often 
a  well-to-do  man,  owning  two  or  three  hundred  acres  of  land, 
but  he  lives  as  hardly  as  the  poorest  peasant,  dresses  and  eats 
as  badly,  and  his  wife  and  children  do  all  the  work,  with  the 
exception  of  a  Knecht  (who  is  often  a  w^oman  !).  He  has  money, 
but  he  does  not  spend  it  ;  his  education  is  small,  and  his  life 
one  of  intense  labour  and  sordid  saving.  These  farms  are  not 
divided  at  the  death  of  the  father,  but  pass,  according  to  the 
custom  of  differing  districts,  to  the  eldest  or  the  youngest. 
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When  it  is  the  first,  the  mother  will  call  him,  only  half  in 
jest,  Mein  Prinz  ;  the  eldest  son  in  a  noble  family  is  a  '  prince ' 
in  the  great  '  majorats/ 

We  looked  down  from  the  railroad  carriage  into  the  heart 
of  the  most  picturesque  little  town  (Hornberg)  that  we  thought 
we  had  ever  seen,  huddled  into  the  narrowest  of  gorges,  with 
brown  and  timbered  houses  facing  every  way  on  both  sides  the 
stream,  and  crowned  by  a  castle. 

The  hotel  at  Triberg  is  set  on  high,  close  to  pine  woods,  the 
great  trunks  of  the  firs  springing  out  of  beds  of  lovely  moss, 
near  a  fine  waterfall  which  comes  plunging  clown  out  of  the 
heart  of  the  forest  just  above  the  town.  At  night  it  was 
lighted  up  with  red  and  blue  fires  in  honour  of  the  birthday, 
and  it  was  strange  to  see  how  little  it  took  to  turn  the  glorious 
Nature  into  a  very  bad  work  of  art.  It  looked  like  a  vile  bit 
of  scene-painting  in  a  low  theatre.  I  was  thankful  when  the 
glare  subsided  and  a  starlight  night  took  gentle  possession  once 
more  of  the  beautiful  valley. 

There  had  been  a  Bauer  marriage  at  a  farm  on  the  moun- 
tain side,  but  we  were  too  late  for  it — the  bride,  in  a  high 
pointed  black  cap  and  streamers,  presiding  over  a  series  of 
feasts  which  lasted  three  days.  At  night  the  sky  was  lighted 
by  the  lurid  glow  of  a  fire,  ten  miles  off,  at  another  farm,  where 
a  poor  idiot  was  suffocated  and  three  cows  burnt.  We  thus 
touched  on  the  two  great  events  of  Bauer  life.  The  beautiful 
thatched  and  shingled  roofs  are  very  apt  to  catch  fire,  and 
no  new  ones  are  suffered  to  be  built,  which  is  dismal  for  the 
picturesque. 

The  little  town  is  tenanted  by  watchmakers  and  carvers  in 
wood,  and  seems  prosperous  ;  the  people  own  their  own  houses, 
and  are  not  dependent  on  their  land,  but  on  their  handiwork 
for  existence. 

We  drove  back  next  day  along  the  lovely  valley  close  to 
the  stream  in  search  of  Hornberg.  The  women  were  at  work, 
even  harder  if  possible  than  in  the  plain  below,  making  the 
second -crop  hay,  picking  \ip  the  grass  in  their  arms  on  the  steep 
slopes  and  scattering  it  to  dry  without  even  a  fork,  dragging  it 
along  the  road  in  small  hand-carts,  sawing  wood,  &c.,  &c. 

The  number  of  deformed,  lame,  hump-backed  people  is  very 
great.  An  English  doctor  told  us  he  had  never  seen  so  many 
rickety,  ill-kept,  and  wretched-looking  children  as  in  Germany. 
How  can  it  be  otherwise  ?  The  mothers  are  in  the  fields,  and 
cannot  be  looking  after  their  babies,  and  mending  and  making 
at  home,  where  surely  there  is  always  enough  to  do  for  one  pair 
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of  hands.  As  we  drove  along,  the  cripples  sat  hy  the  roadside 
tending  cows  and  goats,  which  must  never  be  allowed  to  go 
alone,  lest  they  should  stray  beyond  their  owner's  narrow  fron- 
tiers. Carts,  with  small  wheels  very  far  apart,  most  rudely 
put  together,  passed  us  driven  by  women. 

Hornberg  proved  a  base  imposition  ;  the  houses,  once  large 
and  handsome,  were  now  occupied  by  small  proprietors,  who 
could  not  keep  them  up — close,  unwholesome,  tumble-down, 
and  melancholy,  they  crowded  round  a  stream,  stinking  in 
spite  of  its  rapid  current,  with  the  perpendicular  hills  too  close 
behind  them,  and  the  castle  now  turned  into  a  brewery.  A 
monument  to  the  only  man  in  the  district  who  was  killed  in 
the  Franco -German  war  was  the  chief  illustration  of  the  place. 
We  were  puzzled  by  rows  of  what  looked  like  round  cakes 
drying  in  the  sun.  They  were  made  of  sawdust  from  the  tan- 
ners' yards,  which  burns  slowly,  and  so  is  used  in  the  stoves. 
With  such  great  abundance  of  wood  it  showed  both  the  poverty 
and  the  amount  of  cold  to  invent  such  fuel. 

As  we  passed  over  the  plain  high  up  on  the  top  of  the 
mountain  next  day,  whole  families,  even  to  the  smallest  chil- 
dren, were  out  on  the  wet,  undrained  meadows  gathering  in 
the  hay.  In  summer  they  often  start  thus  at  three  in  the 
morning,  with  only  a  little  bad  coffee  and  bread,  sending  back 
a  little  girl  for  a  second  supply  in  the  day,  and  work  till  night 
on  this  unsubstantial  diet.  A  good  deal  of  brandy,  however, 
is  drunk  on  these  occasions.  These  upper  regions  look  like  a 
great  sponge,  and  their  waters  feed  the  two  great  rivers  of 
Europe,  the  Danube  and  the  Rhine,  one  flowing  east  to  the 
Black  Sea,  the  other  west  to  the  German  Ocean,  from  this  not 
very  lofty  watershed. 

Constanz  is  a  quaint  old  place,  standing  close  to  the  boun- 
daries of  six  countries  which  meet  on  the  lake.  The  Inseln 
hotel  was  once  a  monastery,  with  a  garden  reaching  down  to 
the  water,  and  many  guests  were  sitting  under  the  trees.  The 
dining-room  is  the  old  chapel  with  a  double  row  of  columns, 
sadly  disfigured  by  paper  and  hangings,  however,  and  we  slept 
in  a  corridor  where  once  had  been  the  monks'  cells.  At  night 
the  hall  filled  with  a  great  meeting  of  Roman  Catholic  deputies 

from  all  parts  of  Germany,  Belgium,  even  Holland.  H  

went  down  amongst  them  ;  he  was  civilly  asked  if  he  were 
Catholic,  but  when  he  acknowledged  that  he  was  not  one  of  the 
faithful,  he  was  still  given  a  place  of  honour  near  the  president 
where  he  could  hear.  The  principal  topic,  after  exhortations 
to  unity'  and  miich  mutual  praise,  consisting  in  rejoicing  over 
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the  relaxation  of  the  Falk  Laws  and  hopes  that  Bismarck 
would  do  more  in  the  same  direction.  I  looked  on  through  an 
opening  high  up  in  the  eastern  wall,  where  probably  the  sick 
monks  assisted  at  the  service. 

The  town  is  a  well-to-do  place,  full  of  memories  of  past 
greatness  and  past  struggles.  You  may  stand  on  the  stone 
which  marks  the  place  where  J ohn  Huss  was  burnt,  and  look 
out  of  the  windows  of  the  hall  where  sat  the  great  Council 
which  decided  between  the  rival  claims  of  three  Popes  ;  but 
the  fires  are  dead  which  burnt  so  fiercely  within  its  walls,  and 
the  worthy  gentlemen  in  frock-coats  collected  in  the  Inseln 
hotel  serve  to  show  more  clearly  how  far  we  have  drifted. 
There  is  a  curious  old  MS.  in  the  library  where  the  events  of 
the  fifteenth  century  are  depicted  in  long  processions,  and  the 
men-at-arms,the  priests  and  the  cardinals,  the  women,  the 
cooks,  the  prince,  the  bishops,  and  the  Kaiser  all  appear  ^in 
their  habits  as  they  lived. ^  There  is  nothing  in  the  long  series 
which  has  remained  the  same.  The  knights  in  armour,  the 
prince  bishops,  the  ladies  in  tall  pointed  head-gear,  even  the 
Holy  Roman  Empire  itself,  are  all  gone  ;  only  the  little  cres- 
cents of  bread  which  one  of  the  bakers  is  holding  out  are  still 
to  be  found — the  Hornchen  have  held  their  own  amidst  all  the 
change. 

We  drove  among  the  vines  to  a  lovely  little  wooded  island 
in  the  lake,  approached  by  a  long  wooden  bridge,  where  the 
Grand  Duke  and  Duchess  of  Baden  have  made  a  true  home, 
beautiful  within  and  without,  out  of  a  great  schloss  which  be- 
longed to  an  order  of  knighthood  now  extinct.  It  is  built 
round  three  sides  of  a  square,  with  long  corridors  full  of  beauti- 
ful inlaid  and  carved  armoires,  old  armour,  curious  pictures, 
china,  tapestry,  and  flowers  ;  the  rooms  opening  out  towards 
the  lake.  From  our  apartment  of  three  rooms  the  grand  pano- 
rama of  the  Alps  stretched  out  beyond  the  lake,  with  a  fore- 
ground of  terraces,  flowers,  vases,  vines,  and  shrubs — it  was 

wonderfully  lovely.    '  I  knew  that  Sir  H  —  cared  very  much 

for  the  mountains,  so  I  put  you  here.^  A  very  pleasant  dinner, 
and  much  talk  both  political  and  about  the  many  institutions 
of  Baden  for  all  sorts  of  necessities,  schools,  hospitals,  asylums 
for  the  blind,  deaf  and  dumb,  all  admirably  organised,  and  a 
*  Frauen-Yerein,'  extending  over  the  whole  duchy,  a  union  of 
the  women  of  all  classes  for  the  benefit  of  all,  and  to  prevent 
the  same  work  being  done,  as  often  in  England,  by  three  or 
four  sets  of  workers. 

From  the  windows  of  the  dining-room  the  wooded  promon. 
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tories  of  the  lake  are  seen  far  below,  backed  by  a  splendid  view 
of  the  Alps,  the  long  procession  of  peak  beyond  peak,  when  the 
shy  mountains  allow  themselves  to  be  seen,  reaching  from  the 
Tyrolese  ranges  in  the  east  to  the  Jungfrau  in  the  south-west. 

The  young  Princess  Victoria,^  the  only  daughter  of  the 
house,  took  us  out  on  the  lake  in  a  little  boat,  where  I  could 
make  a  sketch  of  the  steep,  wooded,  rocky  island  rising  from 
the  bright  green-blue  water ;  with  the  background  of  mountains 
exquisite  in  colour — all  so  peaceful. 

She  took  me  into  her  charming  boudoir,  where  she  was 
taking  off  the  chilled  varnish  for  her  father  from  an  old  picture, 
and  trying  her  hand  at  modelling  in  clay.  Here  were  a  num- 
ber of  photographs  of  her  uncle,  the  Crown  Prince,  in  whom 
she  evidently  delighted.  '  He  is  so  good  to  me,  he  is  such  a 
fine  fellow.^ 

The  next  day,  rowing  again  on  the  brilliant  lake,  the  whole 
panorama  of  white  snowy  points  against  the  pearly  sky  shone 
out,  perfectly  distinct,  yet  with  a  distinctness  quite  untrans- 
latable by  paints  and  paper  made  by  hands,  in  its  ethereal  hues 
and  subtle  gradations  of  colour,  and  one  felt  deeply  how  utterly 
powerless  art  is  before  certain  aspects  of  Nature.  A  boat  lay 
in  front,  with  men  drawing  up  their  great  nets,  having  toiled 
all  night  and  taken  nothing  of  the  splendid  lake  trout — the 
whole  as  it  were  hung  between  transparent  sea  and  sky.  As 
we  looked  across  in  the  radiant  still  evening  at  a  great  blind 
asylum  in  an  old  palace  on  the  eastern  shore,  the  gracious  mis- 
tress told  how  all  the  isolated  efforts  after  good  were  gathered 
together  and  assisted  to  work  for  common  objects,  and  to  play 
into  each  other's  hands.  It  must  be  a  great  help  in  the  organ- 
isation of  wise  charity,  and  the  utilisation  in  a  general  plan  of 
the  desultory  attempts  of  obscure  workers.  The  number  of 
institutions  for  education,  religious  and  moral  training,  and  for 
the  wise  assistance  of  every  species  of  distress  established  by 
the  present  sovereigns  of  the  well-governed  little  realm,  is  very 
remarkable. 

The  old  Emperor  and  Empress  had  just  been  staying  there, 
and  one  day,  when  they  were  walking  by  the  lake,  the  young 
princess  and  her  cousins  dressed  themselves  in  peasant  costume, 
and  came  rowing  up  to  the  shore.  They  were  warned  off  by 
the  Grand  Duke  as  seriously  as  lie  could.  ^  Oh,  but  we  must 
see  our  Kaiser,'  cried  the  princess;  when  her  grandfather  recog- 
nised the  voice  and  found  her  out  the  old  Emperor  was  much 
q^mused — a  pleasant  little  home  picture;  and  when  the  young  gii'l 
I  Now  Ciwn  Princess  of  Sweden, 
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went  and  put  on  her  peasant's  dress  to  show  us — she  and  it 
were  very  pretty  to  look  at.  We  were  told  next  of  the  reverse 
of  the  picture,  the  two  attempts  at  Berlin  on  the  Emperor's 
life.  He  was  driving  in  an  open  carriage  with  his  daughter  by 
his  side,  there  was  a  stoppage,  and  a  man  with  a  wild  look  leant 
over  her  and  fired  two  shots  a  bout  portant  at  the  old  man. 
He  was  as  calm  as  possible,  she  was  very  much  moved,  and  they 
drove  home  immediately,  where  the  perfect  storm  of  congratu- 
lations was  trying  in  their  warmth.  Three  weeks  after  he  was 
shot  at  again.  The  Grand  Duchess  received  a  telegram  to 
summon  her,  and  found  her  father  with  head,  arms,  and  legs 
swathed  in  bandages ;  he  could  not  move  and  scarcely  eat. 
'  How  fortunate  that  you  were  not  with  me  !  '  were  his  first 
words,  thinking  of  her,  not  himself.  He  was  sitting  in  a  per- 
fect garden  of  blue  cornflowers,  his  particular  flower,  which 
were  sent  in  thousands  of  bouquets  by  the  whole  country. 

The  next  day  we  were  steaming  down  the  lake  to  Lindau 
in  a  storm  of  wind  and  rain,  blotting  out  every  vestige  of  the 
mountains  with  the  capriciousness  of  the  hill  weather.  It 
was  bright  again,  however,  for  our  journey  onwards,  the  little 
railway  to  avoid  tunnels  twisting  and  turning  curiously,  and 
showing  the  hillside  views  to  perfection.  Mouse-coloured 
cows,  musical  with  bells,  were  followed  everywhere  by  women 
and  girls  with  red  handkerchiefs  on  their  heads,  and  whips  in 
their  hands  to  keep  them  in  the  narrow  paths  of  virtue — and 
very  narrow  these  were,  for  the  subdivision  was  great.  We 
saw  four  ploughs,  with  two  horses  each,  on  four  adjacent  strips 
about  twenty  feet  across  ;  the  shares  were  wooden,  with  a 
narrow  sheath  of  iron,  an  inch  or  two  wide,  to  give  them  an 
edge.  When  we  reached  the  summit  level,  a  lovely  little  lake 
filled  up  the  valley  with  long  tranquil  reflections  of  the  flat  red 
roofs,  laden  with  stones,  of  a  village,  crowned  by  a  brown-red 
bulbous-headed  church  tower  on  a  long  stalk,  and  precipitous 
rocks  crowding  in  upon  it.  In  front  the  hay  was  thrown  over 
upright  stakes  about  six  feet  high  with  three  cross-bars  at 
right  angles,  planted  in  rows,  so  that  the  fields  seemed  studded 
with  gigantic  spindles.  Here  it  was  left  till  dry  ^enough 
to  stack.  The  upland  meadows  were  lilac  with  autumnal 
crocuses,  showing  how  wet  they  lay,  and  any  large  scheme  of 
drainage  was  evidently  impossible  for  want  of  co-operation 
among  the  small  owners.  The  grass  of  Parnassus  grew  like 
daisies  on  the  rough  places  by  the  rail  when  we  reached  the 
forest  ground  above.  This  belongs  to  the  State  or  to  large 
proprietors  ;  no  peasant  ever  possesses  any  woodland,  as  he 
cannot  wait  to  realise,  and  must  have  returns  year  by  year--^ 
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indeed,  month  hy  month — in  order  to  live.  In  some  places 
the  narrow  strips  of  grass,  about  three  feet  wide,  dividing  the 
small  properties,  were  so  many  and  near  together  that  they 
amounted  to  a  good-sized  field  in  a  few  miles. 

The  station  at  Munich  was  bright  with  the  electric  light, 
*  tramways '  (sic,  in  English)  were  in  the  streets,  and  all  the 
newest  improvements.  The  new  buildings  are  very  ugly,  how- 
ever, and  with  a  set  determination  about  them  to  be  toesthetic 
and  didactic,  which  is  a  little  aggravating  and  pedantic.  The 
Alte  Pinacothek,  nevertheless,  is  a  charming  collection,  if  with 
no  picture  of  world-wide  importance,  unless  it  be  an  Albert 
Diirer  of  the  ^  Four  Temperaments,'  a  favourite  classification 
of  the  middle  ages — the  Melancholic,  the  Phlegmatic,  the  San- 
guine, and  the  Bilious,  represented  in  this  case  by  four  apostles 
- — noble  figures,  though  St.  Paul  in  front  is  grasping  his  sword 
as  if  he  meant  to  use  it  on  us  in  earnest.  Albert  Diirer  himself 
considered  this  picture  as  his  '  Testament  als  Kiinstler,  als 
Mensch,  als  Patriot  und  Evangelischer.' 

The  portraits,  to  me,  are  always  among  the  most  telling 
results  of  art  ;  the  men  and  womon,  so  long  dead,  living  to  all 
time.  E/ubens'  wives  are  there  in  every  variety  of  fine  clothing, 
which  yet  somehow  do  not  swamp  the  faces,  a  Frank  Hals, 
many  Vandykes,  particularly  an  Antwerp  burgomaster  and  his 
wife,  &c.,  which  are  magnificent. 

E/ubens  is  here  even  more  lavish  of  flesh  and  blood  than  usual 
in  the  ^  Last  J udgment,'  where  a  little  soul,  at  least,  one  would 
think,  is  required  ;  but  there  are  some  studies  of  his  for  this 
picture  in  a  room  behind,  which  are  glorious  in  their  sway  and 
rush  of  souls — the  lines  which  the  downward  sweeps  of  the 
damned  take,  who  are  here  in  great  majority,  are  perfectly 
wonderful  in  grace  and  beauty  ;  the  blessed  do  not  seem  to 
have  been  so  much  to  his  taste,  and  are  far  inferior.  Two  of 
the  finest  Peruginos  out  of  Italy  are  here.  One  of  them  repre- 
sents a  visit  paid  by  the  Virgin  to  St.  Bernard.  It  is  not  a 
vision — she  is  walking  in  on  her  feet,  with  attendant  ladies, 
and  his  face,  as  he  looks  up  and  receives  his  charming  visitor 
with  a.  tender  joy,  is  very  touching.  Near  it  hung  a  Holy 
Family  by  Raphael,  an  indifferent  one  it  is  true,  and  copies  of 
the  pictures  in  the  '  Tribune '  and  the  Louvre.  It  was  impos- 
sible not  to  feel  how  entirely  the  form  of  the  faces,  the  expres- 
sion, the  whole  manner  of  feeling  and  thought  had  been 
borrowed  by  the  greater  pupil  from  his  master.  He  has  made 
such  admirable  use  of  his  inherited  wealth  that  he  has  justified 
his  use  of  it  ;  but,  in  spite  of  the  warning  in  the  '  Yicar  of 
Ws^kefield,'  I  felt  inclined  to  '  praise  Pietro  Perugino  '  with  all 
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my  might,  as  the  originator  of  the  Madonna  type.  Only,  to 
value  Raphael  aright,  his  frescoes,  not  his  easel  pictures  alone, 
must  be  always  considered. 

The  old  German  masters  in  the  smaller  rooms  are  ex- 
tremely fine,  though  many  of  their  names  are  hardly  known  in 

England — ^  The  Master  of  the  L-  Passion,^  Yan  der  Wey- 

den.  Master  Wilhelm,  &c.  The  faces  are  somewhat  flatly 
painted,  without  much  shadow,  but  the  extraordinary  amount 
and  variety  of  expression,  the  working  out  of  detail,  whether 
of  feature  or  dress,  with  loving  feeling  and  care,  every  stroke 
telling,  the  colours  as  brilliant  as  the  day  they  were  laid  on 
many  of  them  four  hundred  years  ago,  are  all  most  remark- 
able. In  the  '  Marriage  of  the  Yirgin '  the  faces  of  the  by- 
standers show  every  possible  shade  of  doubt  and  curiosity, 
reverence  and  belief  :  you  feel  as  if  assisting  at  an  act  which 
really  happened  to  real  people,  not  before  a  set  of  academical 
models,  bones  and  flesh  in  a  sort  of  ^  general  way,' with  clothes 
on.  After  this  we  went  to  the  other  building  to  look  at  the 
modern  pictures.  It  is  a  melancholy  sight,  admirable  rooms 
full  of  enormous  works  by  the  best  men  of  the  Munich  school. 
Good  colour  was  not  to  be  expected,  perhaps,  but  there  was 
hope  that  drawing,  thought,  and  feeling  might  serve  in  its 
absence.  The  eflecb  is  one  of  absolute  despair  as  to  the 
chances  of  modern  art — is  this  all  that  the  encouragement  of 
a  whole  kingdom  for  two  generations  can  do  ?  the  best  of 
schools,  of  lectures,  of  lessons  on  anatomy,  and  colour  can 
bring  forth  ?  The  enormous  canvases,  the  acres  of  paint,  are 
without  a  spark  of  genius.  It  seems  to  have  been  supposed 
that  the  big  is  equivalent  with  the  great,  and  'The  Deluge,' 
some  fifty  feet  wide  and  forty  feet  high,  greets  one  at  the 
entrance.  The  fear  of  being  drowned  is  not  a  lofty  sentiment, 
and  when  repeated  in  seventy  or  eighty  figures  of  entirely  un- 
interesting people  it  is  monotonously  unpleasant  ;  there  is  no 
perspective,  and  the  men  at  the  top  of  the  hill,  forty  feet 
above  the  spectators,  are  as  big  as  those  in  front.  There  is 
more  pathos  in  the  small  dark  six  inches  of  the  Marc  Antonio 
etching  of  the  same  subject  than  in  the  whole  sprawling  field. 
Next  comes  the  'Destruction  of  Jerusalem,'  by  Kaulbach, 
which  is  quite  as  large.  Above  in  the  sky  is  a  great  rush  of 
angels  flying  about  without  any  earthly  or  heavenly  motive 
visible  ;  the  earth  below  is  not  a  place  at  all,  odds  and  ends  of 
temples  and  courts  and  houses  lie  about  *  all  nohow.'  They 
could  only  be  seen  from  a  standpoint  in  the  air,  but  buildings 
are  material  things,  and  must  have  some  foundation,  some  local 
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basis.  A  man  is  killing  himself  in  front  like  a  bad  actor,  and 
heaps  of  people  are  lying  about  dying  '  permiscuous/  not  from 
the  swords  of  the  Roman  soldiers,  for  they  have  not  yet  taken 
the  town,  and  certainly  not  from  hunger,  for  the  lumps  of  arms 
and  legs  are  much  too  fat  and  comfortable.  It  is  a  farrago  of 
absurdities.  Then  comes  an  Ascension.  How  any  man  should 
dare  to  try  and  re-say  on  such  subjects  what  has  been  said 
again  and  again  by  the  great  masters  in  their  greatest  works, 
without  having  a  single  new  idea  of  any  kind  to  add  to  the 
stock,  is  almost  impossible  to  conceive. 

There  are  many  portraits,  gigantic  in  size,  wooden,  affected, 
heavy  dismal  dolls  '  striking  an  attitude,'  in  elaborate  gowns 
and  coats.  That  the  immediate  neighbourhood  of  the  wonders 
of  the  old  masters  should  have  had  so  little  influence  is  astonish- 
ing. The  landscapes  are  raw,  hard,  and  conventional,  with 
the  same  curious  absence  of  reality  and  truth,  done  apparently 
after  a  recipe,  like  an  apothecary's  mixture,  a  brown  tree  on 
one  side  and  blue  lake  below  like  a  teaboard,  with  no  relation 
whatever  to  the  rendering  of  natural  effects  before  the  eyes  of 
the  painter.  Wandering  from  room  to  room  dismally  after 
something  to  admire,  the  only  things  in  the  least  interesting 
were  some  small  portraits  of  old  German  streets  and  buildings, 
which  were  given  with  a  great  detail  of  honest  care — the 
colour  quietly  good,  like  that  of  a  Dutch  picture.  When  they 
touch  plain  brick  and  mortar,  with  no  temptation  to  angels  and 
poetry,  and  saints,  or  lakes,  or  mountains,  the  painters  seem 
to  recover  some  of  the  patient  reference  to  what  is,  which  all 
painting  must  submit  to  render,  to  make  the  imaginative  part 
of  any  value. 

Meantime  H — —  had  gone  to  Ammergau,  to  see  the  last 
representation  but  one  of  the  Passion-play  which  will  take 
place  for  ten  years.  Who  can  say  what  will  then  be  the  state 
of  Europe  ?  The  last  performance  w^as  interrupted  by  the 
Franco-German  war.  He  found  from  fifty  to  sixty  carriages 
and  peasant  carts  streaming  along  the  road  from  the  Murnau 
station,  all  full.  It  is  a  purely  pastoral  district  w^ith  little  corn, 
but  hayfields  running  in  and  out  of  the  forest  on  the  sides  of 
the  valley,  which  seems  to  be  closed  by  the  great  Zugspitze, 
10,000  feet  high,  at  the  end.  The  village  is  built  utterly  re- 
gardless of  any  sort  of  order  ;  the  houses  run  up  and  down,  to 
and  fro  and  across,  with  only  cart-ways  in  any  direction — un- 
made tracks  here  and  there  among  the  cottages.  The  place  was 
full  of  strangers  standing  about  looking  at  the  arrivals.  ISTearly 
7,000  people  slept  that  night  in  the  dwellings  intended  for 
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1,300, — half  at  least  on  straw, — but  happily  it  was  a  dry  night 
with  a  bright  moon.  The  village  was  endimanche  to  receive 
its  guests,  the  older  men  with  silver  buttons  as  large  as  crown- 
pieces  on  their  redingotes  and  waistcoats,  high  boots,  and 
pointed  felt  hats  with  a  feather  and  flower  in  them.  One 
beautiful  girl  wore  a  flat  black  hat,  a  dark  green  gown  over  a 
red  and  black  striped  petticoat,  red  stockings,  a  green  velvet 
bodice,  and  silver  ornaments  :  strong,  well  made,  modest,  she 
was  a  pretty  sight.    But  even  here  costume  is  dying  out. 

H   found  his  way  to  a  timbered  house  with  over- 

hanging roof,  the  cottage  of  Joseph  Maier,  the  performer  of 
the  Christus.  He  is  a  wood- carver,  as  was  his  predecessor  in 
the  part,  and  the  crucifixes  which  he  produces  have,  perhaps, 
assisted  his  conception  of  the  character.  He  said  the  fatigue 
of  the  last  scene  was  extremely  trying.  He  is  a  remarkable- 
looking  man  even  in  his  peasant^s  dress,  and  was  much  occu- 
pied with  preparing  for  the  next  day's  representation.^  He  is 
sometimes  so  plagued  by  visits  from  admirers  that  his  wife  said 

she  had  to  lock  him  up  in  the  kitchen  to  defend  him.  H  

then  climbed  up  a  rough  boggy  dirty  hill,  where  the  peasants 
were  kneeling  and  praying  round  a  great  marble  Crucifixion, 
given  by  the  King  of  Bavaria.  The  village  is  full  of  shrines 
at  every  turn — the  Virgin  and  many  saints,  and  in  one  place 
Christ  and  the  Pere  Eternel,  sat  side  by  side,  only  to  be  dis- 
tinguished by  the  globe  in  the  Father's  hands. 

The  play,  as  is  well  known,  is  a  survival  of  the  mysteries 
and  miracle- plays  which  were  performed  all  over  Europe  in 
the  Middle  Ages,  and  which  came  to  an  end  when  a  greater 
feeling  of  refinement  in  the  world  took  offence  at  the  buf- 
fooneries and  indecencies  with  which  they  were  defaced. 
Even  now,  a  passion-play  is  enacted  at  Easter  in  the  streets 
of  Seville  by  the  same  actors  who  play  at  the  theatre,  wherein, 
to  relieve  the  too  great  solemnity  of  the  drama,  an  intrigue 
between  Pontius  Pilate  and  Mary  Magdalene  is  introduced, 
and  Judas  is  made  to  pinch  the  little  children,  to  pull  their 
hair,  and  play  tricks  to  make  the  people  laugh.  At  Ammer- 
gau,  in  the  old  days,  the  devils  appeared  to  carry  ofi*  the  traitor, 
dancing  round  him  and  tearing  him  in  pieces,  when  a  quan- 
tity of  sausages  tumbled  out,  to  the  great  delight  of  the 
audience. 

The  play  has  been  saved  at  Ammergau  from  the  general 

1  The  accounts  of  the  Ammergau  receipts  have  just  been  published,  by  which 
it  appears  that  Maier's  share  was  60/.  for  thirty-nine  representations — small 
enough. 
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fate  by  the  accident  partly  that  its  performance  was  restricted 
to  every  ten  years,  in  pursuance  of  a  vow  made  after  a  terrible 
sickness  in  1590 — which  has  removed  the  familiarity  which  has 
bred  contempt  in  other  places — but  chiefly  by  the  efforts  during 
thirty-live  years  of  the  *  Geistlicher  Rath/  now  an  old  man  of 
eighty- two.  He  has  pruned  and  added,  and  taken  great  pains 
in  instructing  the  actors.  The  tableaux  vivants'  of  types, 
principally  from  the  Old  Testament,  are  sometimes  far-fetched, 
but  beautiful  in  their  picturesque  arrangement,  in  which  he 
has  been  assisted  by  artist  friends  from  Munich.  The  chorus 
and  the  musical  recitations  and  hymns  are  also  his  additions. 
One  of  the  scenes  of  the  gathering  of  the  manna  in  the  Desert, 
with  a  number  of  children  in  front,  who  keep  marvellously  still, 
was  extremely  pretty. 

The  actors  are  selected  by  a  committee  of  village  house- 
holders, at  a  solemn  meeting  in  church  which  takes  place  on 
the  last  week  of  the  year  before  the  play.  The  principal  parts 
are  easily  settled,  as  there  are  few  equal  to  them  ;  but  there 
are  hundreds  of  minor  characters,  and  everybody  wishes  to  act, 
so  that  the  selection  is  a  troublesome  affair.  The  fiat  of  the 
little  parliament  is,  however,  never  resisted.  The  women  and 
children  are  accustomed  to  take  part  in  the  ceremonies  of  the 
Church,  and  the  chief  actors  are  trained.  But  with  all  ex- 
planations the  vivid  presentation  of  such  scenes  by  poor 
Tyrolese  peasants,  who  for  ten  years  have  gained  their  living 
by  wood-carving,  and  will  do  so  again  for  the  next  decade,  is 
most  remarkable.  The  reverence,  the  delicacy  of  treatment, 
make  it  truly  the  religious  exercise  which  it  is  evident  that 
they  consider  it.  None  but  those  of  good  character  are  allowed 
to  join,  and  the  effect  on  the  morals  of  the  village  is  excellent. 
J oseph  Maier  is  an  admirable  personification  of  dignified  calm- 
ness and  unmoved  suffering ;  tall  and  perfectly  proportioned, 
his  long  hair  (which  was  saved  by  special  orders  from  the 
King  when  he  served  as  a  soldier  in  the  Franco-German  war) 
hanging  down  on  his  shoulders.  Every  movement  as  he  walked 
was  perfectly  graceful,  and  there  was  a  holy  dignity  about  his 
whole  bearing  which  was  intensely  touching,  especially  in  the 
parting  with  his  mother,  when  Mary's  agonised  entreaties  to  him 
not  to  encounter  the  risk  of  going  up  to  Jerusalem,  and  his 
declaration  that  he  must  do  the  work  for  which  he  came  into 
the  world,  drew  tears  from  many  eyes.  The  acting  of  J udas 
was  excellent,  especially  so  when  in  his  despair  he  flung  down 
the  money  at  the  feet  of  Caiaphas — it  would  have  been  thought 
fine  on  any  stage.    The  scene,  too,  with  Mary  Magdalene  after 
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the  Resurrection  was  beautiful ;  but  it  would  arCistically  have 
been  better  to  end  with  the  climax  of  the  Crucifixion,  though 
the  moral  teaching  was  supposed  to  require  the  latter  scenes. 
About  half  the  audience  were  peasants,  sitting  on  the  un- 
sheltered benches  ;  the  rest  comprised  strangers  from  all 
countries  and  of  all  ranks  ;  the  Queen  of  Wurtemburg,  the 
Grand  Duchess  of  Baden,  a  Grand  Duke  of  Russia,  were 
present  on  that  day. 

Many  of  very  opposite  shades  of  faith  were  there,  who  had 
come  doubtful  of  the  advisability  of  the  representation,  yet 
who  all  agreed  after  seeing  it  that  it  was  a  great  help  in  realis- 
ing the  life  of  the  Saviour  as  a  whole,  and  in  putting  reality 
into  the  Bible  narrations  of  scenes  from  which  the  meaning 
has  sometimes  been  almost  trodden  out  by  continual  repe- 
tition. 

The  Crucifixion  is  a  most  difiicult  ordeal  to  go  through. 
Maier  is  supported  by  nails  between  the  fingers — there  is  a 
slight  shelf  on  which  the  feet  rest,  and  the  tricot  round  his 
body  is  fixed  to  the  cross,  but  nothing  of  this  is  visible.  He 
remains  uplifted  for  at  least  twenty  minutes,  during  the  scenes 
with  his  mother,  St.  John,  the  Thieves,  and  the  soldiers. 

The  taking  down  from  the  Cross  is  copied  exactly  from 
Bubens'  great  picture  at  Antwerp,  but  the  cloth  fell  aside  a 

little,  and  H  saw  the  feet  of  the  dead  man  moving  to  help 

him  down  the  ladder,  which  was  a  pity,  as  otherwise  the 
illusion  was  perfect.  The  play  was  too  long — it  lasted  three 
and  a-half  hours  in  the  morning  and  four  in  the  afternoon — 
but  no  one  seemed  weary;  the  peasants  are  not  so  biases  as 
civilized  folk,  and  it  is  an  encouragement  to  patience  to  know 
that  they  must  wait  ten  years  for  their  next  entertainment.  The 
silence  and  reverent  rapt  attention  of  the  enormous  crowd 
(4,000  persons  were  present)  was  very  remarkable — with  closed 
eyes  it  seemed  as  if  there  were  no  one  within  200  yards. 
Had  it  rained  the  case  might  have  been  different.  We  heard 
of  fights  with  umbrellas  having  occurred  among  those  who  sat 
in  front  unsheltered.  In  the  old  unsophisticated  days  it  is 
recorded  too  that  Pontius  Pilate  and  the  Virgin  Mary  some- 
times appeared  on  the  scene  holding  umbrellas  over  their 
heads  ! 

The  railroad  from  Munich  to  Salzburg  fringes  the  beautiful 
lake  country,  and  the  mist  which  veiled  the  mountains  was 
falling  as  snow  on  their  summits.  We  passed  along  a  flat 
region^  much  of  it  bog,  where  the  fuel  was  being  stacked  (it  is 
used  even  on  th^  railway  engines)  ;  clover,  blackened  by  the 
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rain,  hung  on  the  little  posts  which  are  here  six  feet  high  ; 
the  undrained  meadows  were  soaked  in  wet;  where  the  women, 
ground  down  with  hard  work,  were  doing  more  than  the  men, 
barefoot,  or  with  heavy  wooden  shoes  and  no  stockings.  The 
*  happy  peasant '  of  the  Vaudeville  and  the  new  order  of  politi- 
cal economists  we  pursue  in  vain  ;  we  certainly  have  not  found 
him  yet.  The  nearest  approach  to  him  that  we  hear  of  is 
among  the  Tyrolese  of  the  South  Bavarian  hills,  where  the 
population  is  very  sparse  and  there  are  many  large  properties 
and  much  wild  land  belonging  to  the  King.  Here  the  '  happy 
hunting  grounds  ^  may  still  be  found  ;  the  peasant  is  an  ^  inve- 
terate poacher,  and  out  a  great  part  of  his  time  after  game, 
four-footed  and  winged,  very  litstig^  and  very  fond  of  music 
and  dancing.'  But  this  is  hardly  the  ideal  Avhich  is  expected 
to  regenerate  Ireland,  or  England  either. 

Splendid  rose-coloured  clouds  spread  over  the  Avhole  west- 
ern half  of  the  sky  as  we  came  nearer  to  the  solemn  range 
which  stood  out,  purple  and  black,  against  the  sky  behind 
Salzburg.  The  city  is  set  upon  the  edge  of  the  flat  plain  out 
of  which  rise  the  great  mountains,  sheer,  wdth  no  intermediate 
hills,  in  a  most  striking  manner.  The  look-out,  indeed,  east 
and  w^est,  is  called  the  most  beautiful  inland  view  in  Europe, 
the  distant  snowy  peaks  of  great  height  towards  Gastein  and 
the  Tyrol,  towering  over  the  nearer  ranges,  and  seen  from 
every  eminence,  however  small.  For  four  days  the  cloud  veil 
fell  over  the  mountains  and  absolutely  nothing  w^as  to  be  seen, 
but  on  the  fifth  the  sun  came  out,  and  we  drove  up  to  the  very 
holy  Madonna  at  Maria  Plain,  who  performs  miracles  by  the 
dozen  on  the  believing.  Strings  of  men  and  women  pilgrims 
were  going  up  the  flights  of  steps  to  the  top  of  the  hill  and 
kneeling  at  the  shrines  and  chapels  on  the  w^ay  to  an  extremely 
tawdry  church,  dressed  out  with  blue  and  gold.  The  black  silk 
handkerchief  tied  tightly,  w4th  long  ends,  at  the  back  of  the 
head,  and  the  white  sleeves,  are  all  that  remain  of  costume,  but 
two  queer  little  babies  in  blue  and  wdiite,  with  green  wreaths 
on  their  flaxen  plaits,  '  vouees  a  la  Yierge,'  toddled  on  as  part 
of  the  stream.  The  glorious  view  of  mountains  spread  out  be- 
fore us  as  we  rose,  beginning  with  the  magnilicent  Untersberg, 
in  the  caverns  beneath  which  sit  the  Emperor  Frederic  Bar 
barossa  and  his  knights,  who  are  to  return  some  day  to  earth 
— the  time  is  not  quite  specified.  He  is  waited  upon  by  the 
dwarfs,  the  little  Bergmenschen  (gnomes),  as  one  of  our  infor- 
mants told  us  ;  '  but  it  isn't  true,'  he  said  so  earnestly,  that  it 
proved  there  was  a  large  substratum  of  belief  under  his  words 
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There  is  a  still  more  celebrated  and  potent  Madonna  about 
fifty  miles  off,  where,  at  a  convent  and  church  high  above  the 
Danube,  a  hundred  thousand  pilgrims  still  attend  every  year 
upon  her  pleasure. 

The  next  day  was  fine,  and  H  spent  it  in  going  up 

the  valley  to  visit  the  salt  mines  at  Hallein  and  Berchtes- 
gaden.  The  '  Salzkammergut '  is  the  private  property  of  the 
Emperor,  and  the  monopoly  must  bring  in  a  large  revenue. 
The  deposit  of  salt  is  known  to  be  1,500  feet  thick,  and  may 
be  much  deeper  where  it  is  still  unworked.  The  entrance  at 
Hallein  is  high  up  in  the  mountain,  and  the  descent  is  by  a 
series  of  wooden  slides,  one  after  the  other,  some  at  an  angle 
of  fifty- seven  degrees,  through  the  mine  down  to  a^n  opening  at 
the  bottom.  The  sightseers,  male  and  female,  clad  in  thick 
canvas  jackets  and  trousers,  sit  astride,  each  on  a  flap  of 
leather,  with  a  lamp  in  one  hand  and  grasping  a  rope  in  the 
other,  in  a  string  behind  the  guide,  who  regulates  the  speed, 
with  his  hand  protected  by  an  enormous  glove,  grasping  the 
stationary  rope  by  his  side.  If  he  were  to  lose  his  hold  his 
whole  cargo  would  be  precipitated  to  the  bottom  with  a  tre- 
mendous smash.  Twenty-seven  large  and  small  lakes  are  in 
the  heart  of  the  mine,  some  of  which  are  lit  by  lamps  for  the 
pleasure  of  the  visitors  as  they  are  ferried  across  them  ;  but 
^there  is  no  sparkling  white  salt,  all  is  dirty  and  dull. 

The  great  fortress  of  the  Archbishop  (who  was  Primus  in 
Germany)  rises  600  feet  or  more  above  the  subject  city,  and 
can  only  be  approached  by  flights  of  steps  and  steep  inclines. 

I  went  up  in  a  sedan  chair,  but   walked  gallantly  the 

whole  way.  Up,  up,  higher  still  and  higher,  with  bastions, 
rock-hewn  ditches,  portcullis,  and  outlying  towers,  where  it  is 
impossible  to  make  out  what  is  rock  and  what  building,  what 
natural  and  what  artificial,  the  priest's  stronghold  mounts  into 
the  sky.  Nothing  on  wheels  can  get  up,  only  sledges  drawn 
by  oxen,  so  that  the  supply  of  the  regiments  who  are  quartered 
there  must  be  difiicult  indeed.  Troops  of  men  in  uniform,  off* 
duty,  were  running  down,  all  very  young,  and  many  Tyrolese 
Jagers,  with  their  green  feathers,  looking  active,  well-built,  but 
very  small  men.  My  bearers  climbed  like  cats,  even  up  the 
staircase  of  the  tower  which  ended  the  ascent.  Here  was  a 
view  quite  unsurpassed  of  the  lines  of  mountains  towering  up 
into  the  sky  on  one  side,  and  the  city,  with  its  many  churches 
and  the  river  winding  through  the  plain  to  join  the  Danube  far 
away  in  the  distaxice,  on  the  other.  It  was  a  beautiful  even- 
ing, and  the  valleys  were  distinctly  seen  up  into  the  heart  of 
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the  land.  Above  even  this  we  climbed,  up  two  winding  stairs, 
where,  high  in  the  air,  Archbishop  Leon  had  made  himself  a 
perch,  in  1499.  It  was  not  like  the  dwelling  of  a  human  being, 
but  of  a  savage  bird  of  prey,  some  '  geier,'  or  eagle,  ready  to 
swoop  down  on  the  passengers  to  and  fro,  while  far  beneath  lie 
horrible  dungeons  and  torture  chambers,  where  the  rack  is  still 
shown  to  those  who  love  such  sights,  and  oicbliettes  where  pri- 
soners were  thrown  down  to  die.  We  passed  a  'prison  of 
little  ease,'  where  the  poor  wretch  confined  in  it  could  neither 
stand,  sit,  nor  lie  at  length,  a  more  dreadful  punishment  than 
even  the  rack — and  many  were  the  '  heretics  '  who  had  suffered 
in  the  fortress,  under  Leon  and  his  successors.  Up  in  this 
eyrie  was  the  Archbishop's  bedroom  and  a  dining-room  with  a 
great  porcelain  stove,  each  tile  with  a  story  or  coat  of  arms, 
the  whole  set  on  eight  pottery  lions  (the  only  attempt  at  warm- 
ing in  that  coldest  of  perches),  and  finally  a  hall  of  audience 
with  twisted  porphyry  columns,  the  doors  with  great  hinges 
picked  out  in  vermilion  and  gold,  very  barbaric  and  fine.  The 
walls  and  ceilings  are  lined  with  elaborate  woodwork  orna- 
mented with  very  peculiar  gilt  studs,  which  shone  out  like 
stars,  the  whole  wonderfully,  strangely  striking,  while  the  win- 
dows looked  three  ways,  embracing  all  the  glorious  views  we 
had  seen  from  the  tower.  It  was  the  most  remarkable  dwell- 
ing-place we  had  ever  entered.  And  then  we  returned  through 
great  vaulted  chambers,  below  the  priestly  suite,  in  which  the 
young  soldiers  were  swarming,  back  to  the  lower  world  where 
the  darkness  had  now  settled  down  ;  the  lamps  were  lit  and 
the  Angelus  was  pealing  from  the  many  churches,  one  with  a 
most  melodious  carillon,  very  sweet  in  the  evening  air,  which 
rang  at  six  a.m.,  at  noon,  and  at  twilight. 

Here,  after  the  Schleswig- Hoi  stein  war,  500  Danish  pri- 
soners were  lodged  in  the  fortress,  and  the  Protestant  pastor  of 
Salzburg  offered  to  give  them  a  Sunday  service,  to  which  the 
commandant  assented  gladly.  The  Protestants,  however,  were 
just  building  a  church,  and  meantime  were  making  use  of  the 
old  Rathhaus,  the  floor  of  which  was  declared  by  the  authorities 
to  be  too  rickety  to  stand  such  an  additional  weight  of  wor- 
shippers. The  commandant  (Count  Taaffe,  now  Prime  Minis- 
ter) was  appealed  to  again,  who  immediately  offered  them 
the  Archbishop's  council  chamber  up  in  the  skies,  to  the  great 
delight  of  the  pastor  and  his  flock.  Accordingly,  every  Sunday 
the  whole  body  collected  there,  each  bringing  his  stool,  or  chair, 
or  bit  of  wood,  as  there  was  nothing  to  sit  on.  He  found  that 
most  of  the  prisoners  had  their  hymn-books  in  their  knapsacks, 
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and  that  they  all  knew  Luther's  ^  Ein'  feste  Burg/  the  great 
Protestant  anthem. 

There  was,  however,  no  instrument  to  lead  them,  and  again 
he  turned  to  the  kind  commandant,  who  directly  granted  them 
the  regimental  band  of  forty  men.  It  was  very  hot  weather 
and  the  windows  were  all  open,  and  Sunday  after  Sunday,  out 
of  the  Archbishop's  sanctum,  rang  out  old  Luther's  great  psean, 
thundered  by  forty  instruments  and  nearly  600  voices,  to  the 
great  scandal  of  the  Catholic  city,  with  all  its  churches  and 
churchgoers,  below.  *  And  I  hope  the  ghosts  of  the  Protest- 
ants who  were  murdered  in  the  dungeons  underneath  heard  it 
and  were  satisfied  ! '  ended  our  friend  grimly. 

I  asked  our  driver,  as  we  waited  in  the  dusk  for  the  pastor, 
about  the  Kaiser  beneath  the  Untersberg.  *  Yes,'  he  said,  *  he 
was  there,  and  the  little  hillmen  waited  on  him.'  ^  How  big 
are  they  ? '  I  inquired.  He  measured  with  his  hand  about  two 
feet.  *  But  I  have  never  seen  them  myself.  There  are  plenty 
of  Mdrchen  about  them,  however.'  '  Has  anybody  seen  them"? ' 
'  Yes,  the  Jagers  sometimes  ;  and  they  are  heard  in  the  Dom 
Kirche  once  a  year,  on  Midsummer  Eve,  for  then  they  come 
and  sing.'  '  Oh,  then,  they  are  good  and  not  evil,  if  they  come 
to  church  ? '  '  Oh,  good  ;  they  are  not  evil  at  all ;  they  do 
nothing  but  good  to  people,'  he  said,  with  a  look  over  his 
shoulder  lest  the  kleine  Leute^  the  dwarfs,  should  do  him  an 
evil  turn.  '  They  sing,  and  dance,  and  have  good  wine,  "  und 
essen  sehr  wohl !  "  '  he  went  on  ;  and  then  came  an  account  of 
their  clothes,  of  verschiedene  colours,  which  was  beyond  my 
German  to  follow.  *  But  the  Kaiser  is  dead,'  he  said  with  a 
sceptical  laugh,  intended  to  impress  me  with  his  advanced  state 
of  mind.  I  inquired  about  a  queer  feather  in  his  hat.  It  came 
from  under  the  wing  of  the  geier,  the  mountain  vulture  shot 
near  the  Konigsee,  and  the  brown  bit  was  the  beard  of  the 
Gemschs  (chamois),  which  gave  a  good  deal  of  local  colour  to 
the  hat  over  the  man's  gaunt  handsome  face  :  he  came  from 
the  mountains  himself. 

The  wages  of  a  labourer,  H  heard,  near  Berchtesgaden, 

were  about  35.  a  week,  with  food,  and  a  garment  of  some 
kind  was  added  in  the  year.  A  servant  girl  got  6^.  a  year, 
which  was  high  in  proportion.  No  one  in  the  mountain  region 
eats  meat — not  even  the  rich  Bauers  with  twenty  or  thirty 
cows — except  at  Easter  and  Christmas. 

We  went  into  several  of  the  smaller  proprietors'  houses  not 
far  from  the  town.  One  was  a  picturesque  timbered  cottage 
with  a  wooden  balcony,  in  an  orchard  ]  no  fence  to  the  road, 
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n5  pat?i — you  just  crossed  the  mud  as  you  could.  It  Avas  a 
beautiful  day,  after  a  week  of  fine  weather,  but  every  approach 
was  soaked.  One-half  of  the  rooms  was  let ;  but  the  wife  of 
the  owner,  barefoot,  barelegged,  with  a  single  ragged  petticoat, 
dirty  and  unkempt,  took  us  into  her  narrow  tiny  kitchen,  with 
scarcely  anything  but  a  great  stove  in  it  and  a  deaf  old  mother, 
no  furniture,  and  everything  as  filthy  as  she  was  herself. 
Within  was  a  sort  of  light  pantry,  without  a  single  shelf  ; 
four  little  pans  of  milk  stood  on  the  fioor  among  the  potatoes, 
and  some  sweet  chestnuts.  Then,  with  some  pride,  she  opened 
a  door  in  the  heart  of  the  house,  where  lay  a  small  cow  on  wet 
straw  on  one  side,  and  a  pig  and  two  goats  on  the  other  ; 
beyond  was  an  opening  to  a  little  croft  of  about  an  acre, 
which  belonged  to  them,  with  a  little  bit  (Bischen),  she  said, 
about  half  as  large  farther  ofi*.  A  great  manure  mud-puddle 
blocked  the  stable  opening  without  a  door.  We  are  intimately 
acquainted  with  the  cottage  life  of  three  English  counties,  and 
more  generally  with  those  of  many  more,  and  never  saw  a 
place  or  a  woman  in  the  most  pauperised  district,  and  in  the 
worst  hovel  (run  up  on  the  waste  by  a  small  shopkeeper  in 
order  to  let  !),  which  looked  in  more  squalid  poverty,  or  in 
such  rags  and  discomfort,  as  did  this  owner  of  a  house,  a  cow, 
two  goats,  a  pig,  and  at  least  an  acre-and-a-half  of  land. 

We  then  tried  a  more  imposing-looking  home,  much  larger, 
and  smartened  up  with  green  jalousies.  Here,  too,  half  the 
house  was  let.  The  kitchen  was  so  small  that  the  women 
could  hardly  turn  it,  the  *  parlour '  was  no  bigger,  and  a  bed  on 
one  side  and  a  chest  of  drawers  on  the  other,  with  a  great  crucifix, 
filled  up  the  space.  The  owner  took  us  through  the  kitchen 
door  into  the  cowhouse  adjoining,  where  lay  six  cows.  A  little 
hayloft  opened  into  it  and  a  place  for  the  ox,  which  was  out 
cultivating  part  of  his  eight  acres  of  land.  He  sent  his  milk 
into  the  town.  There  was  a  sort  of  rack  close  to  the  cows, 
where  the  Knecht  slept  :  when  '  he  '  is  a  girl,  both  here  and  in 
north  Germany,  she  still  sleeps  thus  in  the  manger  of  the 
wretched  stables,  open  to  the  smells,  the  draughts,  the  mud, 
and  the  public. 

Then  we  went  to  a  still  larger  owner,  who  gloried  in  eleven 
cows  ;  here,  besides  the  kitchen,  there  was  a  large  low  sitting- 
room  with  nothing  but  a  bench  all  round ;  but  the  master 
was  away  and  we  could  not  ascertain  the  acreage.  The  women 
were  digging  potatoes,  dragging  hay,  spreading  manure,  etc., 
as  everywhere,  and  in  the  inclement  weather  of  the  mountains 
their  task  is  even  harder  than  in  the  plains. 
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The  line  to  Linz,  although  the  mountains  are  gradually 
dying  down,  is  very  lovely.  The  first  view  of  the  Danube  at 
Linz  is  extremely  fine — the  rapid  flow  and  glorious  rush  of 
such  a  volume  of  water  thus  far  from  the  sea.  The  day  was 
so  cold  and  grey,  however,  that  we  gave  up  the  steamer,  which 
takes  ten  hours  in  following  the  river  windings  to  Vienna,  and 
came  humbly  on  by  the  railway,  which  passes  through  great 
sweeps  of  flat  alluvial  soil,  cut  up  into  very  small  portions.  The 

f  ploughing  season  had  just  begun,  the   crops  having  been 

I  gathered  in,  and  we  counted  once  nineteen  ploughs,  with  two 
horses  or  bullocks  each,  all  at  work  in  the  space  of  a  moderate 
English  farm,  on  which  eight  or  ten  horses  might  be  employed. 
Here  were  thirty- six  draw  cattle  and  horses,  nineteen  men 

P  (they  guide  the  horses  with  their  voices,  and  do  not  have  a 
boy  in  front),  and  a  great  number  of  women  and  children, 
doing  the  work  of  eight  at  most  ;  no  division  of  labour  was 

^  possible,  and  the  waste  was  tremendous.  A  little  farther  on 
twenty- two  were  in  sight  on  a  rather  larger  space, — then  came 
a  rough  bit  of  a  hill,  which  hid  our  view  of  more  than  one  or 
two  *  equipages,'  then  ten  more  together  on  one  side  and  nine  on 
the  other,  then  ten  again.  The  next  week  we  returned  and  found 
places  where  the  ploughing  had  been  finished  in  this  piecemeal 
way,  with  the  furrows  running  at  right  angles  every  thirty 
yards  or  so;  while  scattered  here  and  there  lay  a  few  bits, 
looking  like  pockethandkerchiefs  in  size,  where  the  proprietors 
had  not  been  able  as  yet  to  do  their  work.  '  The  mere 
additional  turning  of  the  plough,'  says  a  great  agricultural 
authority,  '  the  ground  trampled  upon,  and  the  time  employed, 
make  it  impossible  for  small  farms  to  compete  with  large 
ones.'  It  must  have  been  almost  more  trouble  in  these  cases 
to  turn  the  horses  or  oxen  in  so  small  a  space  than  it  would 
have  been  to  plough  this  additional  scrap.  But  every  man  did 
his  own  bit  at  his  own  time  ;  the  idea  of  common  work  was  out 
of  the  case.    *  Particularismus  '  could,  indeed,  no  farther  go. 

Near  by,  a  majestic  Benedictine  monastery,  on  a  rock  over- 
hanging the  Danube,  with  sixty  windows  in  a  row,  including 
the  library,  surmounted  by  the  great  dome  and  two  towers  of 
the  church,  certainly  represented  the  sentiment  of  common 
action  in  the  other  extreme,  both  for  good  and  evil. 

It  was  quite  dark  when  we  entered  Vienna,  and  the  feeling 
of  being  driven  through  the  unknown  atmosphere  of  a  great 
city  for  the  first  time  is  always  very  interesting.  What  will 
the  morrow  show  ? 

To  those  who  knew  Vienna  twenty-five  years  ago,  the 
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change  is  wonderful.  The  old  picturesque  city,  its  narrow 
streets  grouped  round  St.  Stey)hen's,  still  remains  at  the  core 
untouched,  but  great  (so  called)  'rings'  of  boulevards  and 
squares,  two  museums,  several  churches,  the  University,  the 
E/athhaus,  and  two  Houses  of  Parliament,  have  now  risen  on 
the  site  of  the  old  fortification  and  glacis.  The  land  has  proved 
so  extremely  valuable,  that  it  is  said  the  Government  have 
hitherto  been  able  to  construct  all  their  own  buildings,  without 
cost  to  the  city,  out  of  the  money  received  from  the  sale  of  land 
for  houses  and  shops. 

The  Belvedere,  built  by  Maria  Theresa,  has  suites  of  splendid 
rooms,  very  uncomfortable,  almost  impossible  to  inhabit,  look- 
ing down  on  the  towers  and  spires  of  the  stately  city.  The 
pictures  will  not  long  be  seen  in  that  very  seigneurial  home  ; 
they  are  to  be  moved  to  one  of  the  museums,  and  will  greatly 
gain,  for  the  light  is  so  bad  in  their  present  abode  that  many  of 
them  are  almost  invisible.  The  cleaning  has  been  grievous  ; 
there  is  hardly  a  picture  that  has  not  been  flayed  alive.  One 
of  the  great  Titians  had  been  set  on  an  easel  in  the  window  to 
be  copied,  and  the  Virgin's  face,  grand  in  outline  and  colour, 
was  literally  bared  to  the  first  tints,  almost  the  canvas.  The 
damage  is  irreparable,  and  many  of  them  show  signs  of  re- 
touching, which  is  an  even  worse  injury. 

The  destruction  which  has  been  thus  wrought  on  master- 
pieces which  can  never  be  reproduced  by  copy,  print,  or  photo- 
graph, made  me  think  sadly  of  Napoleon's  contemptuous  words. 
Denon  one  day  used  the  phrase  immortal  works,'  in  talking  of 
Raphael.  '  How  much  longer  do  you  believe  his  pictures  will 
last  ? '  said  the  Emperor.  '  They  have  lived  now  three  hundred 
years,  and  I  hope  for  at  least  three  hundred  more,'  was  the 
answer.  '  Belle  immortalite  !  '  exclaimed  Napoleon,  shrugging 
his  Corsican  shoulders.  It  is,  alas  !  quite  true  that,  at  the 
present  rate  of  devastation,  many  pictures  will  have  before  long 
to  be  taken  on  trust  by  our  descendants.  It  will  be  like  reading  i 
Shakspeare  or  Dante  in  a  translation,  guessing  at  beauties  of 
expression,  believing  humbly  in  traditions  of  splendours,  of 
which  only  a  pale  reflection  is  left.  I  am  glad  we  have  lived 
early  enough  in  the  history  of  art  to  see  these  glorious  works 
for  ourselves. 

The  pearl  of  the  whole  collection  is  the  Santa  J ustina,  by 
Moretto  of  Brescia,  a  lovely  full-length  of  the  saint,  in  very 
gorgeous  Venetian  brocade,  looking  tenderly  at  a  knight  kneel- 
ing beside  her.  It  is  strange  that  his  name  has  not  been  made 
out,  for  the  dress  is  very  marked  in  its  fashion,  and  therefore 
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in  its  date.  Six  very  fine  pictures  by  Yelasquez,  of  Pliilip  TV. 
and  his  cliildren,  have  the  curious  property,  so  striking  in  those 
of  the  National  Gallery,  that  what,  close  at  hand  seem  to  be 
mere  splotches  of  paint,  grow  in  living  power  and  distinctness 
as  you  go  farther  and  farther  away  from  them. 

There  is  a  curious  rise  and  fall  in  the  estimate  made  of 
particular  masters,  when  so  large  a  number  of  their  works 
pass  before  one's  eyes  as  in  the  combined  art  treasures  of 
Munich  and  the  tv/o  Viennese  collections.  Vandyke  rises 
immensely  in  the  scale.  There  are  portraits  of  his  in  the 
Belvedere,  and  still  more  in  the  Lichtenstein,  with  a  power 
and  vigour  of  expression  and  colour,  far  superior  to  the  courtly 
graces  to  which  we  are  accustomed,  and  worthy  of  Rembrandt 
or  Titian.  The  Wallenstein,  and  a  certain  Maria  Louisa  von 
Tassis,  are  quite  magnificent :  indeed,  the  last  is  called  the 
finest  female  portrait  of  the  seventeenth  century.  Rubens,  on 
the  contrary,  stands  still.  The  facility  with  which  he  flings 
on  canvas  his  masses  of  beautifully-painted  bodies,  with  nothing 
inside  their  ornamental  exteriors,  grows  tiresome  when  they 
cover  whole  rooms  in  each  of  the  palaces.  The  pretty  picture 
of  his  two  boys  with  the  bird  is  here.  Titian  cannot  be  judged 
rightly  away  from  the  great  Venetian  pictures  any  more  than 
Raphael  away  from  Rome,  but  the  Viennese  specimens  are 
extremely  fine,  and  there  are  two  undoubted  Giorgiones  in  the 
Belvedere  (rare  as  the  master's  works  are),  with  faces  that 
look  through  and  through  one.  The  collection  of  the  Flemish 
painters  is  as  fine  as  even  those  in  their  own  lands. 

It  is  distressing,  however,  to  feel  how  much  all  pictures 
lose  by  being  hung  close  together  in  a  gallery.  Each  of  them 
was  painted  for  some  particular  altar  and  chapel,  to  be  seen 
with  its  own  associations  by  its  kneeling  worshippers,  and  in  a 
particular  light.  When  there  are  a  dozen  Madonnas,  three  or 
four  St.  Sebastians  or  St.  Catherines,  almost  touching  each 
other,  you  cannot  but  compare  their  difierences  critically, 
instead  of  reverently  admiring.  Then  the  portraits  dug  out  of 
private  houses  all  over  Europe,  stuck  side  by  side,  often  with 
their  histories  and  even  their  names  forgotten — seven  men 
with  hands  on  their  swords,  nine  ladies  with  feather  fans — is 
an  ordeal  which  they  were  not  intended  to  undergo,  and  to 
which  it  is  most  unjust  to  subject  them.  Yet,  with  even 
these  disadvantages,  it  is  wonderful  how  seldom  the  Rem- 
brandts,  or  even  the  Vandykes,  repeat  themselves. 

There  is  a  very  fine  collection  of  etchings,  woodcuts,  draw- 
ings, and  prints  of  the  old  masters  to  be  seen  in  a  narrow 
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gallery  at  the  Albertina,  where  one  may  turn  them  over  at 
leisure.  Looking  through  a  great  folio  of  Albert  Diirer's  is 
like  making  an  intimate  acquaintance  with  a  whole  new  society, 
such  is  their  vivid  force  of  reality.  The  holy  scenes  are  very 
small ;  but  each  actor  is  a  living  individual  being,  not  a  man 
in  the  abstract  ;  and,  as  there  is  a  good  deal  of  human  nature 
in  the  world,  the  Jews  and  Romans  of  our  Saviour's  days  were 
probably  exceedingly  like  ourselves  in  their  passions  and  ex- 
pressions, instead  of  wearing  the  conventionally  generalised, 
vacant  faces  of  our  modern  religious  pictures.  There  is  a 
Pilate,  a  comfortable,  rather  fat  man,  with  an  expression  of 
perplexity  and  confusion — not  indifference,  but  bore — at  having 
to  decide  on  the  fate  of  the  Christ  before  him,  which  it  is  a 
perfect  marvel  to  have  compressed  into  the  half-inch  of  paper 
which  contains  his  face.  Albert  Diirer  must  have  known 
him.  A  splendid  portrait  of  Erasmus  is  extremely  like  Dean 
Stanley. 

We  drove  to  the  Prater  that  afternoon,  which  is  a  strangely 
over-praised  place.  It  is  a  dead  flat,  much  overgrown  with 
shabby  trees.  The  '  sausage '  alley  for  the  people  was  amusing, 
with  wooden  houses  for  beer  and  coffee,  and  a  quantity  of 
shows,  such  as  flourish  at  fairs — dancing  dogs,  monkeys,  mons- 
trosities of  all  kinds,  one  a  horrid  picture  of  tortures,  impaling 
and  such  like,  ten  feet  high.  (Query,  were  they,  too,  being 
performed  within  the  boofch  ?)  The  world  had  not  yet  returned 
to  Yienna,  and  there  was  no  '  ring,'  though  plenty  of  private 
carriages,  the  servants  with  the  hideous  oilskin  round  their 
hats  which  disfigures  Austrian  equipages.  When  is  the  occa- 
sion grand  enough  for  the  hats  to  emerge,  one  cannot  help 
wondering. 

The  Danube  hardly  skirts  the  Prater,  and  is  so  far  from  the 
city  that  it  is  diflicult  to  follow  Sobieski's  dashing  relief  of  the 
town  in  the  face  of  great  odds,  crossing  the  river  lower  down, 
with  much  difficulty,  opposite  the  Turkish  camp,  while  the 
Grand  Yizier  had  thrown  a  bridge  of  boats  across  the  stream 
nearer  to  Yienna.  The  town  could  not  have  held  out  five  days 
longer,  and  the  governor  in  his  last  extremity  used  to  look  out 
from  the  spire  of  the  Cathedral,  whence  at  last  he  saw  the  dust 
of  the  army  of  his  deliverers  advancing  from  afar.  Now  the 
watchers  for  fire  sit  in  his  place,  which  is  shown  to  climbers 
aloft,  and  telegraph  the  different  directions  in  which  engines 
are  to  drive  in  the  streets  below. 

The  pierced  stone  of  the  spire  is  almost  like  lace-work,  and 
^  little  too  suggestive  of  iron.    On  a  smaller  scale  it  might 
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even  seem  weak,  but  nothing  can  spoil  such  a  giant  in  size.  It 
comes  near  to  Cologne  in  height.  The  church,  with  its  great 
dairk  pillars  rising  into  apparently  illimitable  space,  with  statues 
in  shrines  hanging  almost  in  the  air,  the  heavy  low  arches,  from 
which  the  spire  springs,  have  a  most  grand  and  mysterious 
effect.  The  stonework  is  extremely  dark,  and  restorers  are  at 
work  skinning  it  in  a  way  which  goes  to  one's  heart.  The  ex- 
quisite carving  of  the  pulpit  (1512)  with  a  circle  of  heads  of 
the  Fathers  of  the  Church,  has  been  chipped  and  rubbed  to  a 
nice  clean  surface,  and  what  has  been  lost  may  be  seen  by  com- 
paring them  with  the  one  still  left  untouched  of  the  sculptor 
Pilgram,  who  looks  out  ruefully  from  a  stone  window  under 
them,  at  his  defaced  handiwork.  We  longed  to  throw  down 
the  men  whose  grinding  and  scraping  resounded  spitefully 
through  those  wonderful  aisles  from  their  high  scaffolds. 

A  little  bit  of  bathos  was  disturbing.  There  were  long 
spittoons  before  each  of  the  carved  seats  !  and  at  the  altar, 
before  which  we  sat,  three  women  were  kneeling  devoutly  to 
the  'Heilige  Josef,'  who  was  entreated  to  *  pray  for  us.' 

The  original  design  included  a  second  spire,  which  would 
hardly  have  been  an  improvement  ;  the  doubling  of  the  point, 
which  should  aspire  alone,  always  seems  to  weaken  the  effect. 
The  architect,  however,  who  had  raised  the  church  with  the 
assistance,  as  usual,  of  the  devil,  had  a  misunderstanding  with 
his  master  after  the  first  spire  was  completed,  and  cast  himself, 
or  was  thrown  down  from  the  scaffolding  by  the  indignant 
Satan,  for  a  breach  of  the  promised  conditions,  and  killed  on 
the  spot — after  which  the  work  was  naturally  stopped.  This 
was  one  of  the  few  cases  where  the  devil  obtained  the  soul  for 
which  he  bargains  and  is  defrauded  of  in  so  many  like  in- 
stances. The  belief  that  knowledge  and  skill  of  all  kinds  come 
from  the  bad  and  not  the  good  spirit,  which  was  the  origin  of 
the  early  legends  of  Faust — the  idea  that  goodness  and  ignor- 
ance are  concomitants — seems  to  have  beset  the  Middle  Ages 
to  such  a  degree  that  no  great  work,  not  even  a  church,  could 
apparently  be  carried  out  without  the  assistance  of  the  Father 
of  Evil,  who  figures  in  all  early  building  legends. 

The  signs  of  the  shops  in  the  picturesque  narrow  streets 
are  queer.  *  At  the  Eye  of  God,'  for  an  inn,  sounded  strange. 
'  Mozart '  looked  uneasy  over  his  '  Modewaren,'  while  *  Maria 
Hiilfe '  and  ^  Jenny  Lind '  presided  over  furniture  and  shoes. 
The  polyglot  of  languages  over  some  of  the  doors  included 
sometimes  six, — Hungarian,  Russian,  Bohemian  among  them; 
and  we  saw  a  Hebrew  superscription  alongside  one  in  French. 
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The  chief  necessaries  of  life  at  Vienna,  if  one  may  judge  by 
the  number  of  shops  for  their  supply,  consist  in  gloves  made  to 
the  hand,  stays,  the  friseur  and  the  dentist — they  far  out- 
numbered the  rest.  Of  booksellers  there  were  hardly  any,  and 
these  eked  out  a  livelihood  by  selling  prints,  photographs  and 
maps,  to  disguise  their  unpopular  wares. 

The  Emperor  was  shooting  chamois  in  Styria,  and  the 
Viennese  world  had  not  returned  from  the  country  ;  but  we 
had  three  very  agreeable  dinners  with  the  English,  Dutch,  and 

German  ambassadors.    Prince  R  talked  much  of  art ;  he 

worked  at  etching  himself.  '  Very  interesting;  but  a  gambling 
sort  of  interest — it  is  so  impossible  to  predict  how  one's  work 
will  turn  out.'  He  belonged  to  a  once  reigning  family  of  which 
there  were  300  before  Napoleon  suppressed  the  chief  part  and 
'  mediatised  '  the  rest.  We  inquired  about  the  peasants.  The 
Bauers,  he  said,  except  round  Vienna,  were  very  badly  off. 
The  Princess,  a  Saxe-Weimar,  gave  an  interesting  account  of 
the  peasants  at  her  husband's  estate,  near  Frankfort ;  the 
people  were  very  poor,  and  lived  very  hardly  ;  and  the  chil- 
dren were  much  neglected  up  to  six  years  old,  after  which  they 
went  to  the  Government  Schools.  She  was  very  young,  and 
had  no  experience  ;  but  with  the  help  of  the  Pf arrer's  daughter 
three  infant  and  girls'  schools  were  established.  The  Dissenters 
were  very  primitive  and  strict,  and  inquired  whether  the  Prin- 
cess was  a  'pious'  woman,  to  whom  they  could  trust  their 
children,  before  they  would  send  them.  One  morning  she 
heard  a  knocking  at  the  glass  door  of  her  boudoir,  opened  it, 
and  found  three  little  girls.  '  What  do  you  want  1 '  '  We 
want  you  to  teach  us  to  knit  ! '  '  They  looked  on  you  as  the 
mother  of  the  community,'  said  I.  '  A  very  young  one,' 
answered  she,  laughing.  She  was  a  bad  knitter,  but  she  took 
her  femme  de  chamhre,  who  was  a  good  one,  and  there  were  soon 

eighty  girls  collected.  Prince   was  sent  to  Constantinople 

soon  after,  when  the  Government  took  up  the  infant  schools. 
The  Prince  had  been  cultivating  local  action — very  wisely,  it 
seemed,  in  the  country  districts,  and  the  village  church  was 
thus  rebuilt  :  there  appeared  to  be  nothing  like  the  English 
parish  vestry  and  county  boards. 

Society  is  on  what,  to  dwellers  in  London  or  Paris,  sounds 
an  impossible  footing.  The  sixteen  quarterings  are  as  necessary 
as  ever  to  be  admitted  at  Court,  and  exclusion  from  it  does  not 
mean,  as  here,  the  loss  of  a  fcAv  balls  and  concerts,  but  that  the 
doors  of  the  upper  class  are  completely  closed  to  the  intruder 
from  below.    And  more,  if  a  girl  born  of  the  '  cream  of  the 
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cream '  marries  one  of  the  lower  noblesse,  much  more  a  young 
officer  or  rising  lawyer  of  the  upper  middle  class,  she  is  cut  off 
irrevocably  from  all  her  friends.  Even  if  her  husband  becomes 
a  Field  Marshal  or  a  Prime  Minister,^  and  is  received  by  reason 
of  his  office,  his  wife  is  not  restored  to  the  privileges  she  was 
born  to  :  the  separation  is  absolute.  So  that,  under  a  similar 
regime,  Disraeli's  wife  would  never  have  been  admitted  into 
society  at  all,  while  her  husband  was  ruling  the  British 
Empire. 

At  the  evening  parties  the  girls  and  young  men  are  put 
together,  the  young  married  people  are  in  another  room,  and 
the  elders  by  themselves,  which  sounds  extremely  dull. 

The  charmed  circle  is  so  small  that  it  is  like  a  great  family 
party  ;  everybody  is  on  intimate  terms  with  everybody  else  ;  a 
number  of  small  jokes  which  no  outsider  can  understand,  petits 
noms,  the  sort  of  caquetage  and  rather  dull  freemasonry  which 
goes  on  in  a  large  cousinhood  at  home,  are  generally  the  staple 
of  the  conversation. 

The  '  Eastern  question '  does  not  grow  any  clearer  by  coming 
nearer  in  distance  to  the  troubled  waters.  The  extreme  jealousy 
felt  by  all  the  other  nationalities  of  the  Sclavs  complicates  every 
attempt  at  its  solution.  The  heritage  of  Prince  Metternich's 
scheme  for  the  government  of  Austria — 'Divide  et  impera' 
— is  still  bearing  its  bitter  fruits.  Hungarians,  Germans, 
Bohemians,  and  Sclavs  hate  each  other  as  cordially  as  in  the 
old  days,  when  we  remember  quiet  Austrian  white- coated 
soldiers  in  the  Lombardo-Yeneto  stigmatised  as  *  Croati,'  and 
suspected  of  running  their  bayonets  into  babies,  and  a  regiment 
of  Italians  quartered  at  Prague,  to  keep  Bohemia  in  order, 
utterly  unable  to  communicate  with  any  one,  detested  and  de- 
testing, and  spoken  of  as  spies  and  assassins.  Until  a  greater 
fusion  takes  place,  Austria  cannot  be  as  strong  as  her  position 
would  entitle  her  to  be. 

The  Sclavs  are  said  to  be,  as  a  race,  so  behindhand  in 
civilisation  that  they  cannot  govern  themselves  as  yet,  and 
certainly  not  other  people,  as  they  have  an  utter  want  of  power 
of  tolerating  any  form  of  thought  in  religion  or  politics  but 
their  own ;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  it  seems  unwise  for  Austria 
to  add  fresh  provinces  to  her  Empire  till  there  is  a  greater 

1  When  Baron  Heimerle  was  Prime  Minister,  his  wife  went  to  one  of  the 
Court  balls.  The  Emperor,  seeing  a  new  and  pretty  face,  asked  who  she  was, 
and  answered  himself,  '  Oh,  I  suppose  she  is  one  of  the  dames  d'honneur  of 
Princess  So-and-so,' who  was  there  on  a  visit.  He  did  not  know  his  own  Prime 
Minister's  wife. 
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amalgamation  of  her  old  ones.  The  Bosnian  insurrection  was 
said  to  1)0  mainly  agrarian;  the  Christian  peasants  desired  to 
take  the  land  from  the  Mahometan  landowners,  and,  as  the 
Austrian  Government  cannot  permit  this  to  be  done,  there  is 
much  discontent  in  her  new  acquisitions.  Mr.  Gladstone's 
unfortunate  speech  about  Austria  has  done  much  harm,  and 
rankles  in  the  national  memory.  On  the  strength  of  it,  he  is 
supposed  to  wish  for  war,  and  to  favour  Russia,  and  his  ex- 
planation was  chuckled  over  in  a  way  little  pleasing  to  English 
ears.  The  extreme  importance  of  a  strict  alliance  between 
Austria  and  Germany,  backed  by  England,  even  without  any 
formal  treaty,  was  insisted  on  as  the  greatest  possible  guarantee 
to  the  peace  of  Europe— against  Russia  on  one  side  and  France 
on  the  other. 

H  ended  our  Vienna  stay  by  a  visit  to  the  hospital  of 

2,000  beds,  one  of  the  largest  in  the  world.  The  nurses  did 
not  bear  a  good  character,  and  great  efforts  are  being  made  for 

their  improvement.    H  saw  one  curious  treatment  for 

burns  and  skin  diseases,  patients  who  had  been  kept  in  warm 
water  during  months ;  one  peasant  for  a  year  and  a  half.  He 
seemed  quite  comfortable. 

The  State  Lotteries  were  spoken  of  as  a  fertile  source  of 
misery  to  the  peasants,  who  are  much  smitten  with  this  dismal 
species  of  gambling. 

We  inquired  narrowly  into  the  condition  of  the  small 
proprietors  again  on  our  road  home,  and  came  to  the  conclusion 
that  the  day  labourer  and  his  family  in  England  are  better  fed, 
better  clothed,  better  housed,  that  the  man  has  more  time  to 
himself,  and  the  whole  household  is  more  civilised  than  these 
little  owners  of  the  soil.  Compared  to  the  men  *  north  of 
Trent,'  the  comparison  is  enormously  to  the  advantage  of 
England,  but  we  would  take  even  our  southern  counties  and 
still  contend  that  the  scale  is  higher  on  this  side  the  Channel. 
Existence  is  only  possible,  on  such  mere  scraps  of  land  as  we 
saw  in  Belgium  and  Germany,  by  the  protracted  and  incessant 
labour  of  the  whole  family  without  intermission.  The  man 
occasionally  has  a  surcease  by  hiring  out  his  labour  ;  but  the 
home  life  of  the  women  and  children  is  one  of  slavery  and 
squalid  misery,  such  as  is  not  known  with  us.  They  submit 
also  to  a  scale  of  diet  unwholesomely  low,  and  which  I  am 
thankful  to  say  our  people  would  refuse  to  endure. 

*  Ah  !  on  ne  sait  pas  ce  que  c'est  que  de  travailler  a  la 
campagne  en  Angleterre,'  said  the  proprietor  of  such  a  little 
plot  upon  seeing  English  labourers  at  work. 
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But  it  is  said  the  possession  of  land  has  an  ennobling 
eiffect.  Is  it  so  ?  Is  it  a  high  ideal  to  be  the  owner  of  what 
entails  a  degrading  drudgery  on  the  wife,  old  at  forty  from 
overwork,  and  the  bad  health,  from  neglect,  of  many  of  the 
children  ?  an  ownership  dependent  on  the  good  pleasure  of  the 
money-lender,  who  may  foreclose  when  a  more  than  usually 
bad  season  prevents  the  payment  of  the  always  high  interest  ? 

As  one  of  our  German  authorities  informed  us,  how  can 
the  peasant  proprietor  be  out  of  debt  ?  The  expenses  of 
cultivation  are  as  great  as — or  greater — in  a  bad  year  than 
they  are  in  a  good  one,  on  a  small  farm  as  in  a  large  one  ;  but 
in  a  bad  season,  when  the  corn,  the  fruit,  or  the  vines  fail,  the 
small  man  has  nothing  to  fall  back  upon  for  his  daily  bread  ; 
the  large  one  has  some  resources  husbanded.  The  English 
labourer,  paying  a  fixed  yearly  rent  for  the  allotments  which 
are  now  to  be  found  all  over  England,  not  able  to  mortgage, 
with  a  weekly  wage,  the  two,  and,  in  some  counties,  four, 
*  harvests,'  as  they  are  locally  called,  the  '  extras '  which  are 
so  valuable,  the  help  from  the  farmer  of  his  team  to  fetch  coal, 
&c.,  the  clothing,  shoe,  and  fuel  clubs,  is  better  off  materially 
and  morally  than  such  merely  nominal  owners.  His  children 
go  out  into  trades,  into  service,  to  the  railroads,  and  form  the 
backbone  of  the  town  populations,  leaving  only  enough  at 
home  to  till  the  ground. 

In  Germany,  the  discontent  among  the  peasants  is  often 
great,  and  emigration  takes  place  to  a  very  great  extent,  and 
seems  to  be  increasing.  There  is  an  inquiry  going  on  at  this 
time  as  to  their  condition.  In  Prussia  82  per  cent,  are  exempt 
from  direct  taxation  by  reason  of  poverty,  7,000,000  heads  of 
families  earning  less  than  25^.  in  the  year — 95.  7(i.  per  week. 
Few,  indeed,  who  have  studied  the  condition  of  the  small 
proprietors  on  the  land,  and  not  in  books,  but  will  feel  that  the 
introduction  of  such  a  system  would  be  a  fall,  not  a  rise,  for 
the  labourer  in  England.^  There  is  much  to  be  done  to  ameli- 
orate his  position,  but  it  will  hardly  lie  in  this  direction,  here, 
where  the  value  of  land  to  buy  is  still  high  and  that  of  its 
hire  is  diminishing.  In  all  other  occupations,  moreover,  the 
small  man  is  going  to  the  wall:  the  hand-loom  weaver  at 
Coventry  and  Spitalfields  cannot  hold  his  own,  the  stocking- 

*  The  only  point  of  superiority  we  could  find  was  in  the  facility  of  obtain- 
ing milk  which  a  system  of  stall-fed  cattle  gives  to  a  cottager.  The  keep  of  a 
cow  can  thus  be  obtained  from  mere  odds  and  ends  of  land.  This  might  well 
be  carried  out  in  England,  where  difficulty  of  getting  milk  will  increase  as  the 
large  farmers  send  their  milk  to  London  and  the  great  towns  more  and  more, 
Cow  clubs  might,  perhaps,  accomplish  this  reform  the  most  readilv. 
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machines  of  Nottinghamshire  and  Derbysliire  have  all  Ijeen 
diiven  out  by  the  large  manufactories,  the  small  kingdoms 
in  Germany  and  Italy  have  followed  the  fate  of  the  Hept- 
archy. It  will  be  exceedingly  pai-adoxical  if  in  agriculture 
alone  it  should  be  found  that  the  peasant  proprietor,  with  his 
wretched  instruments,  his  want  of  manure,  his  unskilled 
labour,  can  do  better  for  the  land  than  men  of  capital  and 
intelligence  with  the  command  of  machinery.  'The  average 
yield  of  wheat  in  France  is  rather  less  than  half  the  amount 
in  England,'  says  Mr.  Caird.  As  to  the  good  effect  which  the 
possession  of  land  can  give,  this  is  better  oljtained  by  the 
allotments  of  small  pasture  fanns  (arable  cannot  easily  l>e 
made  to  pay)  nearer  to  the  labourer's  cottage  than  the  hold- 
ings abroad — which  are  sometimes  miles  away  from  the  Bauer's 
dwelling — yet  not  so  large  as  to  induce  him  to  depend  upon  its 
produce  for  his  li^Ting,  as  do  the  wretched  families  of  whom  we 
saw  so  many. 

And  so  ended  our  outward  journey.  The  Austrian  rail- 
ways are  exceedingly  inconvenient  ;  the  Viennese  travel  very 
little,  and  the  fast  trains  run  either  at  night  or  at  an  un- 
earthly hour  in  the  morning.  There  is  but  one  from  Vienna 
to  Trieste,  although  it  is  the  only  port  of  any  size  for  the 
whole  of  Austria  and  Hungary.  Yet,  when  the  dii-ectors  were 
asked  to  put  on  a  second  train,  they  replied  that,  as  there  was 
only  one  first-class  passenger  and  a  half  a  day,  this  was  im- 
possible ! 

The  Viennese  weather  is  detestable,  alternating  between 
great  heat  with  much  dust,  and  bitter  biting  winds  and  snow 
from  the  Eastern  plains — and  we  left  Vienna  in  a  thick  fog, 
which  lasted  until  we  had  quitted  the  Danube.  Anxious  as 
we  were  to  return  home,  there  is  always  a  certain  sadness  in 
having  reached  the  limits  of  anything.  '  The  end '  is  always 
a  somewhat  solemn  word  even  of  '  An  Autumn  Eaml  »le  I ' 
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For  the  first  time  since  the  disasters  of  1870-71,  the  great 
'  Exposition '  has  enabled  Paris  to  resume  her  position  as  the 
pet  pleasure-place  of  Europe,  the  bright,  gay  capital,  centre  of 
interest  of  all  kinds,  in  art  and  literature,  politics  and  amuse- 
ment, sunshine  and  noise. 

The  gloomy  prophecies  of  Buonapartists,  Legitimists,  and 
Orleanists,  and  of  many  who  belonged  to  none  of  these  parties, 
had  pronounced  that  under  a  Republic  (and  one,  too,  which 
had  arisen  from  the  ashes  of  the  Commune)  no  foreign  country 
would  venture  to  risk  its  treasures,  its  pictures  and  carved 
work,  its  china,  its  jewellery  and  manufactured  goods,  its 
machines  and  inventions,  to  the  chances  of  what  might  happen. 
"Whereas  it  appears  that  the  collection  is  one  of  the  most 
brilliant  that  has  been  seen  in  Europe,  while  the  numbers 
which  attend  its  ^  world's  fair '  seem  likely  to  outrival  those  of 
any  such  previous  gatherings. 

The  pride  and  self-glorification  of  the  country  have  been 
great,  yet  it  would  seem  as  if  France  herself  had  been  the  last 
to  believe  in  her  own  success,  or  had,  at  all  events,  determined 
to  risk  as  little  as  possible  to  win  it  ;  for  on  April  31  the 
French  departments  were,  with  few  exceptions,  an  absolute 
blank — the  manufacturers,  the  shopkeepers  had  scarcely 
attempted  to  begin  preparing  their  shows  of  goods,  while, 
though  the  building  itself  was  roofed  in,  it  was  full  of  packing 
cases,  dust,  paper,  and  cord — even  the  flooring  was  unlaid,  and 
the  passages  impassable  from  stacks  of  goods. 

The  central  alley,  where  were  the  muddy  lines  of  represen- 
tative buildings,  was  like  a  muddy  stream,  three  or  four  inches 
deep.  A  pretty  English  girl  was  standing  helplessly  on  the 
brink,  when  one  of  the  employes  came  to  her  rescue.  *  Tenez, 
mademoiselle,  il  faut  vous  porter  !  '  and  before  she  could  speak 
he  had  gallantly  taken  her  up  in  his  arms  and  landed  her  safely 
on  the  other  side. 

1  Contemporary  Review,  1878. 
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Outside,  the  approaches  were  in  a  state  of  utter  chaos  ; 
long  lines  of  carts  were  bringing  gravel  over  the  seas  of  mud 
to  what  were  to  become  roads — flowers  in  full  bloom  were  being 
transplanted  to  form  what  were  to  be  gardens — trees  were 
dragged  up  to  make  bosquets  of  shade  round  the  growing 
pavilions  which  would  be  cafes  and  restaurants.  If  it  had  not 
been  for  England,  her  colonies  and  dependencies,  for  China, 
Japan,  and  a  gleaning  from  other  countries,  May  1  would  have 
shown  an  exceedingly  ugly  tale  of  empty  benches  and  divisions. 
And  for  this  forwardness  the  Prince  of  Wales  was  greatly 
responsible  ;  he  worked  hard  and  successfully  ;  and  a  Prince's 
presence  has  not  yet  lost  its  prestige  in  the  world,  and  certainly 
not  in  republics  on  either  side  the  Atlantic.  The  one  in  France 
was  exceedingly  grateful  to  him,  and  showed  its  pleasure  in 
very  pleasant  forms  :  his  bonhomie  and  his  good- will  to  the 
country,  irrespective  of  its  government  (with  the  choice  of 
which  he  wisely  considered  that  he  had  nothing  whatever  to 
do),  were  extremely  popular.  The  compliments  paid  him  were 
generally  somewhat  double-barrelled,  and  wound  up  with  a 
little  (permissible)  tribute  to  their  own  charms,  virtues,  and 
delights,  which  indeed  the  Prince  was  doing  his  best  to  honour. 
There  was  no  doubt  of  the  truth  of  Punch's  cartoon — the 
flutter  of  gratified  vanity  of  the  France  in  sabots  and  a  high 
cap,  at  the  attentions  which  '  Altesse  '  was  paying  her,  a  feeling 
which  among  some  stern  republicans  made  one  smile.  But  the 
people  had  taken  the  show  under  their  own  protection,  and 
regarded  it  as  a  national  success  and  a  national  triumph. 
There  were  more  flags  and  lampions  in  Belleville  and  the  sister 
suburbs  than  in  the  more  aristocratic  quarters — where  on  the 
great  night  the  lighting  up  was  almost  confined  to  the  streets 
where  foreigners  most  do  congregate,  and  where  their  hotels, 
shops,  and  haunts  are  mostly  to  be  found,  and  to  the  boule- 
vards, quays  and  public  buildings,  where  it  was  done  by  the 
Government.  The  citoyens — an  ill-omened  word — had  been 
invited  by  placards  to  illuminate,  and  the  middle  and  upper 
part  of  them  had  very  decidedly  refused  to  take  any  such  trouble. 

The  ceremony  of  the  opening  was  neither  well  managed  nor 
impressive  in  any  way.^    Perhaps  a  central  figure  is  required 

1  The  parti  clerical  is  very  decidedl}^  unpopular  at  the  present  moment,  and 
it  was  perhaps  on  this  account  that  no  sort  of  religious  ceremony,  no  prayer,  or 
even  any  religious  allusion,  was  allowed  upon  the  opening  of  the  Exhibition. 
*  It  was  left  to  foreigners,  malheureusement  Protestants,  to  supply  this  want,  by 
opening  the  Salle  Evanoelique  for  the  carrying  out  of  religious  seryices  con- 
nected with  the  Exposition,'  said  one  of  the  papers.  The  '  salle  '  was  opened 
by  Lord  Shaftesbury,  and  s  a  great  success. 
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for  any  successful  '  function/  and  the  Marshal,  since  his  defeat 
in  the  autumn,  has  sunk  into  a  position  of  entire  insignificance  ; 
he  is  not  noticed  as  he  passes  in  the  streets  ;  neither  in  public 
nor  in  private  is  his  personality  now  of  the  smallest  importance. 
'Now  a  work  of  art  requires  a  culmination  of  interest  round  a 
person — a  summit,  an  apex  to  the  pyramid,  a  point  to  the  story 
or  the  drama  ;  and  this  was  wanting  in  the  show.  Besides  which, 
the  Republic  has  had  no  practice  in  organising  great /etes,  pro- 
bably no  gift  in  that  way,  and  the  whole  affair  was  ill  managed  to 
the  last  degree.  As  the  Marshal  and  his  attendant  princes  and 
ambassadors  tramped  through  the  mud  and  rain,  the  effect  was 
almost  pitiful.  Nobody  had  any  place  assigned  to  him,  the 
spectators  were  allowed  to  go  where  they  pleased,  the  Presi- 
dents of  the  two  Chambers  were  left  to  wait  in  a  private  room 
in  order  to  join  the  cortege,  and  were  entirely  forgotten.  In  the 
midst  of  the  confusion  they  were  suddenly  remembered,  dragged 
out  of  their  seclusion,  exceedingly  out  of  humour,  and  stuck 
somehow  into  the  procession.  '  You  cannot  think  how  much  I 
am  enjoying  myself  !  ^  said  one  of  the  performers,  draggled  and 
wet,  ruefully  to  a  happier  friend  in  the  crowd,  who  was  able  to 
dispose  of  his  own  movements.  When  the  honourable  guests, 
princes,  ex- queens  and  kings,  Marshal  and  company,  were  to 
take  their  departure,  they  were  so  hustled  and  pressed  upon 
that  they  could  hardly  reach  their  carriages. 

The  weather  was  abominable;  violent  storms  of  rain  blew 
in  the  faces  of  the  actors  and  spectators  alike,  and  made  the 
ground  under  their  feet  like  a  quagmire.  '  Decidement  le  bon 
Dieu  n'aime  pas  la  republique  !  ^  said  th,e  crowd,  quite  good- 
humouredly,  as  they  huddled  like  sheep  with  their  faces  against 
the  outer  walls  of  the  annexes,  and  their  umbrellas  behind 
them,  like  a  bas-relief  on  the  Trajan  column,  where  the  soldiers 
shelter  beneath  their  shields  under  the  wall  of  a  besieged  town. 

But  towards  evening  the  weather  cleared,  and  the  people 
took  possession  of  the  situation  ;  they  made  their  own  fete  of 
their  own  presence  in  the  streets,  and  marched  about  delighted 
to  feel  that  Paris  was  once  more  herself  again.  There  were  no 
illuminations  for  them  to  look  at,  as  we  understand  them,  no 
stars,  devices,  or  designs  ;  and  the  extreme  beauty  of  the  long 
lines  of  light,  as  seen  from  the  bridges  and  the  quays,  marking 
out  the  architecture  of  the  great  public  buildings  among  the 
trees,  and  reflected  in  the  water,  was  supremely  indifferent  to 
them ;  they  never  even  turned  their  heads  to  look.  What  they 
were  out  for  was  to  see  each  other,  and  to  be  seen,  to  be  merry, 
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to  have  *  a  good  time/  to  feel  that  Paris  was  prosperous  once 
more ;  they  cared  little  for  what  reason  or  on  what  occasion. 

And  for  four  or  five  hours  the  crowds  swept  along  the  Ptue 
de  Pivoli  in  unbroken  lines  of  living  fun  and  noise — carts, 
vans,  broughams,  iKdaclies^  omnibuses,  waggons,  cUars  a  hanc^ 
vehicles  without  names,  unearthed  perhaps  for  that  night  only, 
open  Victorias,  with  the  quaintest  inhabitants  for  'carriage 
company/  There  went  two  comfortable  bodies  in  white  caps 
and  dress  to  match,  fat  and  jolly,  with  no  gloves,  lying  back  at 
their  ease  in  state,  good  souls,  evidently  doing  the  thing  grand 
for  once  in  life.  Then  came  an  omnibus  with  a  great  society 
of  laughing  boys  on  the  top,  looking  down  in  triumph  from 
their  vantage-ground  upon  the  spectacle  below.  Next  a  great 
Norman  ploughhorse,  slowly  pulling  along  a  covered  country 
cart,  filled  with  women  in  high  caps,  and  a  heap  of  babies.  A 
few  soldiers,  but  in  their  private  capacity  only.  Six  women, 
each  with  a  baby,  following  each  other  across  the  streets  in  the 
midst  of  the  carts  and  carriages,  the  babies  carried  aggressively 
to  force  the  passage.  A  block  along  the  whole  line,  for  miles 
perhaps,  but  everyone  in  good  humour,  and  finding  no  in- 
convenience whatever  in  waiting  a  bit,  in  such  good  company. 
Men  carrying  children  astride  on  their  shoulders,  one  small 
boy  with  a  pair  of  bright  blue  kid  shoes  ending  the  little  legs 
which  made  a  necklace  round  his  father's  throat.  A  driver 
fast  asleep  on  his  box,  and  his  carriage,  full  of  living  souls, 
going  on  just  the  same,  in  full  trust  in  Providence.  A  cart 
with  'Beurre  et  CEufs'  in  large  letters,  advertising  itself  by 
the  luxury  of  Chinese  lanterns  of  different  colours  hanging 
round  it.  Shrill  cat- calls  and  Polichinelle  noises  in  all  direc- 
tions, a  very  mild  amusement.  Above  all,  babies  asleep  and 
awake  in  every  direction  and  in  every  position  and  action 
(except  crying).  Everybody  shouting,  talking,  laughing,  every- 
body polite  and  well-behaved,  nobody  drunk,  nobody  out  of 
sorts  or  impatient  or  pushing,  perfect  good  behaviour,  courtesy 
and  consideration,  a  model  crowd,  if  a  little  too  noisy  for  the 
enjoyment  of  mere  spectators.  Presently,  in  the  thick  of  the 
fun,  came  a  procession  of  workmen,  arm-in-arm,  four  abreast, 
singing  the  'Marseillaise.'  'Qu'un  sang  impur  abreuve  vos 
sillons ! '  they  shouted  quite  pleasantly,  the  awful  words 
piercing  the  merriment  like  a  sword.  It  made  one  shiver, 
like  a  frightful  echo,  un  cri  sinistre,  of  what  those  merry  men 
perhaps  had  been  doing  seven  years  ago  in  this  very  May 
season.  While  above  the  laughing,  singing  crowd,  beyond  the 
grove  of  chestnuts  in  full  flower  and  spring  beauty  of  foliage, 
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in  the  gardens  before  us,  lay  the  long  line  of  the  burnt  Tuileries, 
with  its  eyeless  windows  and  blackened  walls  and  torn- down 
roofs  looming  ominously.  Seven  years  ago  a  furious  mob  of 
workmen  were  setting  fire  to  their  own  public  buildings,  and 
Paris  itself  was  in  danger  of  being  burnt. 

Meantime  on  went  the  fun.  The  carts,  big  and  little,  with 
their  coloured  melon  lanterns  hung  in  front,  or  dragged  by  a 
mule  with  a  Chinese  lamp  dangling  before  his  nose, — and  the 
babies,  always  babies,  in  endless  succession.  A  long  string  of 
men  and  women  were  making  their  way,  each  holding  on  to  the 
tail  of  the  one  in  front,  and  headed  by  a  boy  with  a  lantern 
hanging  to  an  umbrella  ;  there  was  an  occasional  noise  of  a 
distant  rocket  from  time  to  time, — though  no  fireworks  were 
to  be  seen,  but  the  noise  was  evidently  agreeable  to  the  com- 
pany ;  a  blue  blouse  and  a  smart  lady  en  cheveiix  on  his  arm  ; 
and  so  on,  and  so  on,  in  dizzying  succession  till  twelve  o'clock 
at  night,  when  the  whole  array  melted  away,  to  the  great  com- 
fort of  the  police  no  doubt,  and  of  all  quiet  folk  whatsoever. 
But  though  the  signs  of  force  were  all  concealed,  there  were 
80,000  troops  at  the  moment  massed  inside  and  just  outside 
Paris  ;  and  many  soldiers  were  dispersed  among  the  crowd,  we  • 
were  told,  with  strict  orders  where  they  were  to  collect  at  the 
sound  of  the  first  trumpet  call.  The  police  are  suspected  of 
Buonapartism  and  are  not  trusted,  but  the  defence  of  order  in 
France  is  always  considered  to  belong  to  the  army  ;  the  civil 
element  of  repression  has  never  been  strong  in  Paris. 

The  flags  continued  hung  up  perennially  in  their  places 
about  the  streets  all  during  the  Exhibition,  Avhich  gave  the 
whole  town  a  sort  of  gay  festive  look  ;  the  people  were  in 
high  good  humour,  and  the  English  in  high  favour.  The 
French  had  been  pleased  by  the  good-will  and  readiness  of  the 
English  nation  to  entrust  their  goods  to  the  Republic,  and 
delighted  with  the  Prince  for  the  interest  he  had  taken  and 
the  trouble  he  had  given  to  the  good  cause.  Moreover  all 
parties,  Pepublican,  Legitimist,  and  Orleanist,  united  in 
admiring  the  manner  in  which  England  had  put  herself  for- 
ward to  defend  the  public  rights  of  Europe  and  the  respect 
for  treaties,  past  and  present,  said  they.  We  never  heard  so 
many  compliments  (national)  paid  to  us  in  our  lives.  England 
has  been  in  the  cold  shade  of  favour  for  so  long  on  the 
Continent  that  it  was  very  pleasant  to  feel  that  she  was 
credited  with  a  disinterested  resistance  to  overbearing  des- 
potism, even  if  the  compliments  were  a  little  self-seeking,  and 
that  they  felt  we  were  fighting  their  battle,  that  we  should 
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pay  the  piper  and  they  would  profit  by  the  sweat  of  our  brows, 
if  there  was  war.  This  point  was  almost  the  only  one  on 
which  the  different  parties  were  agreed,  and  the  three  or  four 
receptions  where  the  Prince  of  Wales  was  present  were  the 
only  places  where  politicians  of  different  hues  would  consent 
to  meet.  The  bitterness  of  political  feeling  is  something  be- 
yond what  an  Englishman  can  conceive  at  the  present  day  ;  he 
must  go  back  eighty  years,  and  remember  the  passions  excited 
here  from  1790  onwards  for  a  generation — the  terms  in  which 
Mackintosh  was  spoken  of,  the  tone  concerning  the  *  blood- 
thirsty Whigs,'  the  '  Atheists,'  '  Jacobins,'  ^  king-killers,'  used 
by  the  Tories,  and  the  feeling  of  the  Whigs  in  return. 

Truth  is  difficult  enough  to  get  at  in  every  place  and  time, 
but  certainly  nowhere  does  she  inhabit  so  deep  a  well,  or  one 
so  difficult  to  arrive  at,  as  in  Paris  ;  where  each  clever,  high 
minded,  distinguished  man,  fully  an  coitrant  of  affairs,  contra- 
dicts point  blank  the  last  clever,  high-minded,  distinguished 
man,  equally  au  fait  of  what  is  going  on,  whom  we  have  come 
across.  And  this  not  only  as  to  hopes  and  retrospects,  but  as 
#  to  facts  and  figures — the  past,  the  present,  and  the  future. 
The  history  of  events  gone  by,  the  prophecies  for  those  to 
come,  are  asserted  and  denied  with  equal  positiveness.  As 
foreigners,  we  have  friends  on  all  sides,  of  all  colours  ;  and  as 
the  old  and  new  Pepublicans,  the  Conservatives,  the  Monarch- 
ists, and  the  Ministerialists  succeeded  each  other  in  our  little 
saloUy  the  variety  of  the  kaleidoscope  of  opinion  could  hardly 
be  more  striking. 

All  that  can  be  done  by  strangers  is  ^  to  remain  respectfully 
in  doubt '  (always  a  difficult  accomplishment),  to  listen  and  to 
learn,  and  not  even  pretend  to  oneself  to  be  able  to  judge, 
where  the  materials  are  so  chaotic  and  so  abundant  in  their 
variety. 

Says  one,  '  The  Marshal  is  the  most  honest  of  men, — home, 
but  only  intent  on  doing  his  duty.  He  saved  us  from  a 
revolution  by  yielding  in  November  and  remaining  in  office, 
and  for  this  his  good  deed  he  is  despised  by  his  friends  and 
hated  by  his  enemies.' 

*  How  can  the  Marshal  be  called  commonly  honest  1  He 
declared  a  particular  policy  to  be  dishonourable  for  himself  and 
ruinous  to  the  country,  and  then  he  remains  in  office  in  order 
to  carry  it  out !  '  declares  the  next. 

'  The  people  are  quiet  enough  now,  occupied  by  the  excite- 
ment and  pleasure  of  the  Exposition,  and  the  money  it  brings 
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into  Paris  ;  but  as  likely  as  not  we  shall  have  an  outbreak  as 
SDon  as  it  is  over.' 

'  The  future  of  France  never  was  more  secure  and  peaceful 
than  at  present.  The  people  are  satisfied.  Grevy  will  succeed 
the  Marshal  for  a  period  of  seven  years,  after  him  will  come 
Gambetta.  It  would  not  be  wise  to  choose  him  until  he  is 
rather  more  jyose  \  but  see  how  he  has  gained  in  these  last 
years  ; — and  with  his  wonderful  powers,  his  eloquence,  and  his 
high-minded  single-heartedness,  years  are  all  that  he  wants  to 
make  an  admirable  President.  Nothing  but  the  Republic  is 
now  possible  in  France.' 

*  Tenez,  mademoiselle,  voulez-vous  I'Empereur  de  I'annee 
prochaine  % '  said  a  photographer,  holding  out  a  picture  of  le 
'petit  jeicne  homme  on  horseback,  surrounded  by  an  etat-major. 
*  He'll  be  sure  to  return  before  long.' 

*  The  Orleans  family  are  very  clever,  very  instricite,  very 
moral — the  very  best  family  in  all  France  at  the  present 
moment,  and  the  wives  as  good  as  their  husbands  ;  but  the 
Royalists  are  ruined  by  their  divisions,  and  at  present  are  quite 
out  of  the  running.  Still,  their  time  will  come,  when  France  • 
feels  the  want  of  the  protection  of  a  legal  government.' 

'  The  present  Chamber  of  Deputies  is  admirable,  and  com- 
posed of  our  very  best  men,'  observes  one  friend. 

*  There  are  deitx  cents  des  plus  grands  coquins  que  nous 
avons  en  France  among  the  five  hundred  and  fifty  members, 
declares  another. 

'  The  Deputies  are  paid  for  the  whole  month,  however  short 
a  portion  of  it  they  serve  :  so  they  arrange  to  sit  three  or  four 
days  at  the  end,  say,  of  April,  and  three  or  four  more  at  the 
beginning  of  May.  They  then  get  the  salary  for  two  months. 
The  pay  of  full  one-third  of  the  Chamber  is  sequestrated  by 
their  creditors,  and  a  man  is  often  elected  because  his  money 
will  be  convenient  to  those  to  whom  he  owes  it.  The  other 
day  a  ruined  avocat^  a  man  who  is  continually  drunk,  was 
chosen,  with  no  other  qualification  but  to  secure  this  money, 
and  against  a  candidate  excellent  in  all  respects.' 

'  Every  intelligent  man  in  France  now  is  a  Republican.' 

*  I  only  know  one  honest  and  educated  Republican  at  this 
moment,  and  he  is  a  pure  idealist  ;  he  sees  everything  en  beau, 
and  not  in  reality.  There  are  two  or  three  soi-disant  in  my 
own  family, — mais  ce  sont  des  gamins,^  And  the  speaker 
laughed  dismally. 

'But  then,  why  have  you  a  Republic  if  you  have  ng 
Republicans  ? '  said  we. 
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^Why?  Because  of  universal  suffrage.  Gardez-vous  du 
suffrage  universel  where  every  cjupaix  out  of  the  gutter  has  as 
much  power  as  the  greatest  philosopher  and  statesman/ 

'  Thiers  might  have  altered  it,  and  was  much  inclined  to  do 
so  in  the  terror  felt  after  the  fall  of  the  Commune.  "Ji?  ne 
vols  que  la  monarcJiie  constitutionnelle  de  2^ossibIe  and  the 
limitation  of  the  suffrage/'  he  once  said,  but  he  was  dazzled  by 
the  prospect  of  being  sovereign  himself  of  France,  and  the 
opportunity  was  lost.' 

One  day,  bewildered  by  such  differing  n)lasts  of  doc- 
trine,' I  went  and  sat  in  the  garden  of  the  Tuileries,  just 
over  the  way.  The  tall  horse-chestnuts  were  full  of  flower, 
but  looked  shabbier,  I  thought,  than  of  old.  Nearly  two 
hundred  had  been  cut  down  lately,  said  one  of  the  gardeners, 
and  new  ones  planted.  Some  had  been  destroyed  in  the  time 
of  the  Commune,  but  most  went  from  old  age.  Everything 
looked  bright,  and  clean,  and  pretty,  though  there  was  no  sun ; 
the  lilacs  and  fountains,  vases,  children,  statues,  and  flowers. 
The  orange-trees,  enormous  plants  in  tubs,  some  of  them  one 
hundred  and  fifty  or  two  hundred  years  old,  were  being 
dragged  out  of  their  winter  shelter  in  a  clever  machine  drawn 
by  two  horses,  which  raises  and  lowers  them  into  their  places 
by  a  screw.  They  must  have  seen  Louis  XIY.  in  his  prime, 
and  the  ancien  regime  in  its  glory  of  hoops  and  powder,  red 
heels  and  laquais  ;  they  must  have  '  assisted '  at  the  end  of  the 
Monarchy  the  great  Revolution,  the  Empire,  the  Restoration, 
the  Orleans  dynasty,  the  Revolution  of  '48,  the  fresh  Republic, 
the  second  Empire,  and  now  the  whirligig  of  time  has  brought 
them  into  a  Republic  again  ;  and  still  they  blossom  on,  bear- 
ing fruit  for  all  governments  alike,  ^  which  is  sold  to  the  co7i- 
fiseitrs  by  the  State  and  brings  in  a  good  deal  of  money,'  said 
my  informant. 

I  sat  down  by  a  good  fat  bonne  with  two  children.  '  They 
are  not  mine,'  she  said  ;  '  I  only  take  care  of  them,  but  I  have 
two  of  my  own.  No,  I  was  not  here  during  the  siege  ;  my 
husband  had  just  arrived  here,  and  I  was  coming  to  join  him, 
but  it  was  too  late  to  get  in.  The  bad  food  brought  on  an  ill- 
ness of  which  he  died  by  the  end  of  the  year.  There  were 
stomachs  that  could  bear  that  bread  full  of  all  sorts  of  ordures, 
but  his  could  not,  and  he  never  was  well  after.  I  came  in  as 
soon  as  the  gates  were  open,  and  we  were  here  all  through  the 
Commune,  at  the  corner  of  the  Rue  Rossini.  It  was  a  fright- 
ful time  ;  there  was  a  barricade  close  under  our  windows,  and 
carriages  a  little  way  down  to  carry  off  the  dead  and  wounded  ; 


136 


PARIS  DURING  THE  EXHIBITION 


the  cannon  balls  fell  all  round  us,  a  shell  burst  in  a  balcony 
just  opposite  ;  the  pieces  filled  the  room  and  broke  all  the 
mirrors,  but  no  one  was  killed.  A  peloton  of  soldiers  sat  down 
in  the  street  one  day  to  eat  their  food,  with  their  backs  to  our 
wall  ;  another  shell  fell  among  them,  four  were  killed  on  the 
spot  and  two  wounded  under  our  very  eyes.  Je  n^oitblierai 
jamais  <^a  ! ' 

*  Did  your  children  mind  the  bombardment  much  % '  ^  Mine 
were  little  ones,  a  boy  of  nine  and  a  girl  of  six.  Mais  tout  ce 
qui  est  tapage  enchante  les  enfants^  et  ils  hattaient  des  mains  et 
riaient  quand  ils  entendaient  le  canon.^  (Query,  would  Eng- 
glish  children  have  done  so  *?) 

'  Did  you  see  the  column  of  the  Place  Yendome  when  it 
fell  V  '  Je  crois  bien  ;  we  were  close  by  ;  they  worked  at  it 
ever  such  a  time  !  gave  themselves  no  end  of  trouble,  mining 
one  side  and  pulling  at  it  with  great  cords.  They  had  prepared 
a  heap  of  sand  and  straw  for  it  to  fall  on,  else  all  the  houses 
would  have  been  shaken  ;  and  everybody  had  pasted  strips  of 
paper  across  their  windows  to  save  the  glass,  en  croix.  Such 
a  pity  to  destroy  the  column  !  It  didn't  belong  to  them,  it 
belonged  to  us  all ;  and  what  harm  did  it  do  anybody  ? ' 

'  And  you  saw  the  fire  in  the  Tuileries  ? '  '  Yes,  indeed, 
it  was  terrible,  and  the  Cour  des  Comptes.'  'What  became 
of  the  beautiful  things  inside  ? '  *  Ah,  I  don't  know  ;  ces 
messieurs  who  set  fire  to  the  place,  they  knew, — they  carried 
off*  everything  they  could  lay  their  hands  on  before  it  burnt.' 

'  Do  the  illuminations  mean  that  the  people  like  the 
Republic  ? '  '  ]S"o,  I  don't  think  so,  only  that  everybody  is  so 
glad  to  get  the  Exposition  ;  we  were  told  that  it  never  would 
come  to  pass,  etilya  grande  allegresse  now  that  it  is  succeeding. 
(J a  fait  alter  le  commerce^  and  the  people  are  very  glad  after 
their  long  anxiety.' 

Then  I  asked  whether  the  Republic  would  last,  or  whether 
the  Empire  or  the  Orleans  would  return.  But  she  was  evidently 
afraid  of  talking.  '  Moi  je  ne  comprends  pas  la  politiq%ie^^  said 
she,  curiously  cautious,  as  under  the  strictest  despotism  ;  and  I 
went  on,  and  looked  at  the  melancholy  window  of  the  Emperor's 
private  cabinet,  whence  the  Communists  flung  out  all  the  letters 
from  his  bureau  into  the  garden.  They  were  picked  up,  and 
all  the  important  ones  published,  among  others  some  from  the 
Queen  of  Holland  (who  was  a  cousin  of  Prince  Napoleon's 
through  his  mother,  a  Princess  of  Wurtemberg).  The  letters 
contained  observations  against  the  union  of  Germany  under 
Prussia,  as  absorbing  the  independent  well-governed  littl^ 
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Southern  kingdoms,  and  l)rought  much  trouble  on  the  Queen 
from  ardent  German  patriots.  It  seemed  a  cruel  piece  of  un- 
gentlemanly  spite  to  publish  a  woman's  private  letters  thus 
obtained.  They  were,  however,  extremely  interesting  and  well 
written;  her  prophecies  as  to  the  Emperor's  fall  were  realised 
strangely  soon,  while  the  warnings  she  gave  him  were  both  wise 
and  kindly  intended. 

H  went  to  breakfastwith  the  D'Haussonvilles,  and  heard 

much  political  talk,  rather  sad.  The  Comtesse  is  daughter  of 
his  old  friend  the  Duchess  de  Broglie  and  granddaughter  of 
Madame  de  Stael.  M.  d'Haussonville  called  upon  us  next  day, 
and  most  kindly  brought  his  article  in  the  ^  Deux  Mondes, 
'  La  vie  de  mon  pere/  His  deafness  has  increased  very  much 
and  makes  communication  difficult,  but  nothing  could  be  more 
interesting  than  all  that  he  told  us,  having  been  always  in  the 
centre  of  everything  that  was  going  on  in  Paris.  Fair  de 
France  under  Louis  Philippe  and  associated  with  Guizot  politi- 
cally, while  all  the  literary  world — De  Tocqueville,  Yillemain, 
Cousin,  &c. — of  that  brilliant  period  collected  at  his  house.  He 
tells  a  story  in  the  Review  showing  the  ups  and  downs  of 
French  life.  When  Neckar  was  appointed  to  the  head  of 
affairs  the  Comte  d'Haussonville,  his  father.  Grand  Louvetier 
of  France,  went  to  call  on  the  minister.  On  the  steps  he  met 
the  old  Marechal  Due  de  Broglie.  '  You  must  introduce  me,' 
said  the  Comte.  *But  I  know  him  no  more  than  you  do,' 
answered  the  Due.  '  Then  we  must  introduce  each  other.' 
*They  little  thought  that  the  Due's  grandson  would  marry 
M.  ISTeckar's  granddaughter  and  his  great-granddaughter  would 
be  my  wife  !  ' 

We  went  to  hear  the  most  eloquent  of  the  French  Pro- 
testant pasteurs.  A  very  striking  sermon,  beginning  with  an 
aphorism  of  Kant's  that  every  truth  must  be  true  in  every 
fresh  application  of  it,  or  it  is  only  a  sophism.  Monsieur 
Bersier,  thinking  the  ordinary  Calvinist  services  extremely 
cold,  has  introduced  a  kind  of  liturgy,  with  responses  and  music, 
much  resembling  our  own.  Anglican  service.  The  church,  just 
outside  the  Arc  de  I'Etoile,  a  new  one  since  the  siege,  was 
crammed  to  the  very  door.  Every  building  thereabouts  had 
been  destroyed  under  the  Commune,  the  trees  cut  down,  every- 
thing ruined,  said  our  driver,  who  evidently  did  not  love  it. 
35,000  hecs  de  gaz  had  been  broken,  he  said,  in  Paris,  and  had 
to  be  made  good,  the  bullets  and  the  cannon  balls  spoilt 
reverheres  as  well  as  men's  lives.  '  As  for  the  column  of  the 
Place  Vendome,  that  was  spoilt  by  the  treachery  of  the 
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Prussians.  ^  But  they  had  left  Paris  weeks  before.'  '  Tenez, 
said  he  mysteriously,  *  it  was  found  out  that  there  were  forty 
of  them  hidden  in  a  cafe  not  far  off  qui  conspiraient  soiirde- 
ment  contre  la  colonne  I  proof  positive,  that  when  it  was  down 
they  paid  for  the  bits  by  their  weight  in  gold.  Allez,  it  was 
quite  well  known  that  they  did  it  ! '  And  then  we  came  jolting 
joUily  down  the  hill  of  the  Champs  Ely  sees  with  some  thousands, 
more  or  less,  of  our  fellow-creatures.  A  strange  sort  of  feeling. 
Eight  rows  of  carriages  (eighty  passed  in  sixty  seconds,  said 

Colonel  ,  who  counted  them  carefully),  pell-mell,  great  and 

little,  rich  and  poor.  Baroness  Bothschild's  handsome  horses  and 
those  which  had  not  three  legs  to  go  on,  splendid  equipages 
and  little  carts,  all  on  the  Sunday  afternoon.  It  was  the  first 
bright  sunny  Sunday  of  the  year,  and  Longchamps  had  begun 
that  day  in  *  the  Bois.' 

The  Exhibition  itself  was  very  much  like  other  Exhibitions, 
but  without  the  grand  coup  d^oeil,  the  lofty  nave  and  tran- 
septs, which  were  so  striking  in  the  two  in  England  ;  the 
succession  of  small  low  buildings,  however,  were  very  well 
lighted,  and  much  better  adapted  to  show  the  goods.  ^  But 
nothing  can  be  more  fatiguing  and  tiresome  to  those  who  are 
neither  exhibitors  nor  buyers  than  such  an  interminable  series 
of  small  shops.  Their  close  juxtaposition  ruins  the  effect  of 
the  contents,  and  the  rapid  succession  injures  the  memory  of 
them,  so  that  with  the  exception  of  the  Prince  of  Wales's 
Indian  presents,  the  Cashmere  shawl  work,  and  Japan  ware, 
but  little  remains  upon  the  average  sightseer's  mind.  The 
Japanese  had  brought  up  living  specimens  in  pots  of  the 
Lilliputian  trees  and  flowers,  peonies,  &c.,  designed  in  their 
lacquer  work,  which  were  very  pretty. 

There  were  some  curious  national  anomalies  :  the  Italian 
*  exhibits '  were  chiefly  of  cannon  and  warlike  material ;  the 
Germans  sent  nothing  but  pictures. 

The  English  collection  was  exceedingly  satisfactory  as  to 
our  place  in  European  art, — sober  and  rich  in  colour,  the 
subjects  good  in  taste  and  feeling,  the  pick  of  eight  or  ten 
years  of  the  Hoyal  Academy. 

In  the  French  salles,  the  numerous  sensational  pictures, 
horrible  in  subject  and  exceedingly  crude  in  colour,  ghastly 

1  A  proposal  to  send  over  a  number  of  Enfjlish  workmen  to  the  Exhibition 
was  carried  out  later.  It  was  well  that  ihey  should  see  how  attempts  to  keep 
up  the  price  of  English  goods,  by  striking  for  higher  wages,  are  endangering 
our  commerce,  and  how  perilously  close  is  the  competition  which  lower  wages 
and  longer  hours  are  enabhng  foreign  manufacturers  to  run  against  us,  beating 
us  in  many  descriptions  of  goods, 


PARIS  DURING  THE  EXHIBITION 


139 


designs  horribly  worked  out,  executions,  murders,  dx.,  in 
which  Glaize  and  Regnault  are  pre-eminent  in  realistic  and 
repulsive  terror,  the  number  of  women  without  their  clothes, 
and  the  expressions  of  those  even  who  had  them  on,  however 
good  the  drawing,  made  the  sight  somewhat  unpleasant.  The 
violent  contrasts  between  clothes  and  flesh  seem  entirely  con- 
trary to  the  best  traditions  of  art — the  soft  draperies  which 
harmonise  instead  of  cutting  against  the  flesh  tints  of  Vandyke 
or  Reynolds,  neither  of  whom  would  have  condoned  the 
French  eflects.  The  little  gems  of  colour  by  Meissonier  are  a 
great  contrast  to  these  ugly  acres  of  canvas. 

A  picture  of  Milton  dictating  *  Paradise  Lost '  to  his 
daughters,  by  a  Hungarian,  Munkacsy,  in  the  Austrian  Section, 
was  one  of  the  most  interesting  in  the  whole  collection.  The 
blind  poet's  figure  is  sternly  beautiful  and  inspired,  the 
colour  grave  without  dulness,  and  the  whole  action  living  and 
not  scenic. 

Every  hole  and  corner  of  the  building  was  crammed  to 
suflbcation  ;  a  great  number  of  country  folk  had  come  up  for 
the  show  ;  and  the  stalls  of  moving  toys  especially  were  full  of 
them.  There  were  a  good  many  priests — they  are  now  so  little 
seen  in  the  streets  of  Paris  that  their  presence  is  noticed. 

Ex-kings  and  queens,  though  rather  damaged  ones,  such  as 
the  four  royalties  of  Spain,  were  going  about  tame,  and  on  one 
of  the  days  the  poor  Prince  of  Wales  was  being  mobbed  by  his 
admirers  as  he  tried  to  study  the  cutting  of  diamonds  ;  the 
crowd  looked  like  a  black  mass  of  bees  in  the  swarming. 

We  drove  to  Versailles  with  an  order  for  the  Marechale's 
box  in  the  Chambers.  A  hideous  straight  road  leads  from  the 
harriere  where  there  had  been  a  terrible  smashing  by  the  guns 
of  both  sides,  along  to  the  river,  whence  the  burnt  St.  Cloud 
could  be  seen  among  the  trees.  Mont  Valerien  was  dominant 
over  all,  with  its  hill  keeping  guard.  The  whole  faubourg  has 
had  to  be  rebuilt.  Then  on,  jolted  to  death  along  old  twisted 
lanes,  badly  paved  with  sharp  stones,  and  through  rather 
pleasanb  country,  with  many  flowering  gardens,  irises  in  pots 
on  the  gateways  and  Judas  trees  as  standards,  to  pretty 
Versailles.  The  Senate  is  held  in  the  ancient  Louis  XIV. 
theatre  of  the  palace,  with  memories  of  Montespan  in  the 
boxes,  and  Pompadour  in  the  coulisses.  That  which  was  the 
'parterre  was  now  full  of  the  bald-headed  senators,  with  not  a 
young  man  to  be  seen  ;  there  was  a  good  deal  of  excitement 
and  bell-ringing  by  the  President.  Ministers  were  proposing 
tp  imdertake  the  charge  of  railways  ;  avnd  another  day  that 
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the  Tuileries  should  be  rebuilt  and  made  into  a  National 
gallery.  And  I  thought  I  saw  the  shade  of  Louis  XI Y. 
shaking  the  powder  out  of  his  majestic  peruke,  with  rage  at 
the  desecration  of  his  palaces,  and  wonder  at  the  change  in  the 
world  since  his  day. 

Then  we  went  across  the  grande  coitr  d^honneur  of  the 
Chateau  to  the  Chamber  of  Deputies,  which  is  a  new  building 
and  not  very  interesting.  There  was  a  good  deal  of  disorder. 
The  Minister  of  Foreign  Affairs  having  been  asked  to  make 
public  certain  documents  concerning  the  war  in  the  East,  had 
refused,  '  as  not  advisable  under  present  circumstances/  ^  Just 
as  it  was  under  the  Empire  !  What  more  insight  have  we 
gained  into  our  own  affairs  for  being  under  a  Republic  ? '  cried 
the  Opposition. 

The  advisability  of  keeping  the  centenary  of  Yoltaire  and 
Rousseau  was  also  discussed  a  day  or  two  later,  but  the  friends 
and  enemies  of  both  had  so  much  to  say  for  themselves,  that 
the  question  of  the  good  and  ill  that  both  have  done  to  the 
world  seemed  little  likely  to  be  settled  during  this  century. 

It  gave  one  a  strange  measure  of  the  degree  of  insecurity 
felt  in  Paris,  that  it  should  still  be  necessary  to  exile  her 
legislature  so  far  away,  to  prevent  its  being  overawed  or  over- 
powered by  the  populace.  What  an  outcry  there  would  have 
been  if  it  had  been  proposed  in  England  to  send  our  Houses 
of  Parliament  to  Richmond  or  Hampton  Court  Palace  for 
safety  from  any  possible  mob  ! 

H  used  to  attend  the  old  Chambers  during  the  out- 
burst of  Parliamentary  talent  and  eloquence  after  1830,  when 
Guizot  and  Thiers  were  Ministers  and  Opposition  leaders  in 
turn,  Berryer  the  Legitimist,  Casimir  Perier,  De  Tocqueville, 
Odilon  Barrot,  and,  in  the  upper  Chamber,  Montalembert,  the 
Due  de  Broglie,  most  constitutional  of  men.  Marshal  Soult, — 
the  names  were  as  well  known  in  England  as  our  own  Parlia- 
mentary leaders.  Now  hardly  any  of  the  speakers  are  of 
European  reputation,  with  the  exception  of  Waddington,  with 
his  square  head,  full  of  power,  common  sense,  and  honesty, 
looking  like  a  middle-class  Englishman  ;  Gambetta,  with  the 
true  furia  Francese^  a  mixture  of  the  hraillard  d'estaminet  and 
the  man  of  genius,  who  is  evidently  winning  the  day  even 
with  those  who  dislike  his  politics,  as  the  probable  man  of  the 
future.  But  he  is  encumbered  by  his  followers,  less  wise  than 
himself.  '  Ah,  vous  etes  bien  heureux  de  ne  pas  avoir  une 
queue,'  he  is  reported  to  have  said.  '  Alors  pourquoi  ne 
coupez-vous  pas  la  votre  ? '    *  Parce  que  je  sui^  assis  dessus  ! ' 
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They  are  going  to  revise  the  Constitution  of  1875,  '  the  twelfth, 
ni  2'>h(^s  7ii  moins,  which  France  has  tried  since  the  first  great 
change  of  1789/ 

There  is  an  utter  want  of  continuity  in  French  politics  and 
history  ;  everything  proceeds  by  leaps  and  cataclysms,  there 
is  no  *  evolution/  If  a  *  Reform  Bill '  is  to  be  carried  and  the 
number  of  electors  in  France  to  be  increased,  the  whole  house 
is  thrown  out  at  windows,  a  dynasty  dismissed,  and  a  Republic, 
with  a  poet  as  dictator,  set  up  in  its  stead.  If  the  poet,  and 
his  successor  the  soldier,  are  to  be  replaced  by  a  Buonaparte, 
the  streets  are  swept  by  cannon,  and  thousands  sent  to  death, 
to  prison,  and  Cayenne. 

It  is  at  least  a  good  omen  for  the  stability  of  the  present 
state  of  things  that  in  October  last  the  Opposition  carried  the 
day  by  legal  Parliamentary  means,  and  not  l)y  upsetting  the 
whole  machine  once  more. 

But  the  past  is  ignored  in  France  to  a  degree  inconceivable 
elsewhere, — swallowed  up  in  the  ocean  of  the  present,  so  that 
not  even  a  waif  or  stray  is  left  to  show  what  had  been  the 
state  of  things  which  was  engulfed.  The  last  time  we  were  in 
Paris  the  number  of  streets,  of  boulevards,  of  shops,  cafes, 
barracks,  palaces,  roads,  and  ^^Zaces  named  after  the  Emperor 
and  Empress  were  literally  legion,  ^^ow  not  in  the  most 
obscure  faubourg  did  we  see  even  a  trace  of  the  name  of  either. 
There  must  have  been  tens  of  thousands  of  Louis  Napoleon's 
busts  in  Paris  alone,  in  plaster,  and  in  marble  ;  what  has 
become  of  them  ?  Have  they  been  broken  up,  or  are  they 
hidden  in  cellars  until  the  wheel  shall  bring  up  his  successor 
His  rule  was  essentially  an  immoral  one,  and  lowered  the 
social  and  political  feeling  of  France  ;  but,  materially,  the 
enormous  improvements  he  effected  in  Paris,  the  open,  healthy 
streets  he  pierced  through  the  worst  parts  of  the  town,  the 
water  supply,  the  lighting,  the  drainage,  the  hygiene,  the 
beauty  of  all  kinds,  which  he  introduced  in  gardens  and 
buildings,  would  have  made  such  local  memorials  a  tribute  to 
his  memory  which  was  only  just. 

The  evil  that  men  do  lives  after  them, 
The  good  is  oft  interred  with  their  bones, 

is  nowhere  so  true  as  in  France  ;  and  there  is  something  essen- 
tially mean  in  the  millions  who  licked  the  ground  before  his 
feet,  now  wiping  out  so  much  as  his  name — as  if  this  could 
alter  the  fact  of  his  having  reigned  for  nineteen  years  by 
the  will  of  these  very  millions.    After  1848  the  signs  of  the 
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Orleans  rule  were  obliterated  as  quickly ;  the  remembrance  of 
the  old  Bourbons  was  as  transitory  in  1836;  the  Napoleon 
Bees  were  painted  over  the  Fleurs  de  Lis,  and  the  Fleurs  de 
Lis  over  the  Bees,  with  dismal  impartiality.  The  half-effaced 
*  Liberte,  Egalite,  et  Fraternite '  over  the  gate  of  the  Louvre — 
the  word  '  National '  painted  over  '  Imperial,'  which  again 
covers  over  the  word  'Bourbon'  underneath  so  thinly  that 
traces  of  the  letters  below  can  still  be  seen,  makes  one  sad. 
The  streets  can  hardly  know  their  own  names ;  some  of  them 
must  have  been  altered  a  dozen  times  at  least. 

Everything  smells  of  the  provisional,  of  the  absolute  rule 
of  the  present,  to  be  succeeded  by  some  regime  equally  jealous 
of  the  past.  '  Nought  shall  endure  but  only  mutability  ! ' 
To  forget  is  surely  as  painful  in  nations  as  in  individuals. 
Sorrows  do  not  profit ;  experience  does  not  teach,  if  they  are 
like  water  spilt  upon  the  ground.  How  can  we  advance  unless 
by  preserving  the  remembrance  of  what  we  have  gone  through, 
harvesting  our  griefs  and  our  joys  alike,  to  profit  our  after- 
time  ?  The  whole  town  after  the  siege  and  the  Commune  was 
riddled  with  bullet-holes,  and  the  marks  of  cannon  and  shell ; 
now  all  are  plastered  and  painted  over,  so  that  nothing  can  be 
seen ;  but  one  knows  that  the  wounds  are  there  underneath. 
It  is  difficult  not  to  feel  that  morally  there  has  been  something 
of  the  same  process ;  and  that  to  forget  an  evil  is  not  to  cure 
it,  or  to  cause  anything  to  be  as  if  it  had  never  existed. 

The  excessive  desire  to  proclaim  that  all  is  prosperous,  that 
the  Bepublic  is  sure  this  time  to  endure,  that  now  the  change 
has  been  made  for  good  and  ever,  to  assert  and  reassert  that 
all  things  are  supremely  right,  and  above  all  stable,  brings 
with  it  the  feeling,  '  Methinks  the  lady  doth  protest  too  much/ 

There  is  always  the  enormous  cloud  hanging  over  the  peace 
of  France  under  every  regime^  that  when  a  time  of  bad  har- 
vests, depression  of  trade  from  whatever  cause,  and  consequent 
low  wages,  create  discontent  among  the  masses,  they  always 
expect  the  Government,  whatsoever  may  be  the  '  colour '  of  its 
politics,  to  remedy  their  woes. 

There  has  been  a  good  deal  of  distress  this  past  winter 
among  the  workmen  in  Paris ;  the  great  coTistructions  and 
(destructions,  undertaken  under  the  Emperor,  had  brought 
an  enormous  number  of  ouvriers  to  Paris,  who  have  never 
left  it,  and  for  whom,  under  the  new  Government  and  with  the 
poverty  entailed  by  the  war,  no  work  could  be  found.  ^ 

1  I  discovered  a  calling  new  tome  one  day  when  waiting  at  thQ porte-cochere 
of  a  friend.   A  tondeur  de  chiens  passed  by,  with  a  peculiar  cry  and  his 
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^Prance  with  her  stationary  population  is  no  less  tried  l>y 
low  wages  and  the  destitution  of  women  ;  the  female  factory 
workers  are  far  worse  off  than  with  us,'  says  Mr.  Harrison, 
no  prejudiced  witness,  certainly,  in  our  favour.  A  woman- 
speaker  at  the  Workmen's  Congress  at  Lyons  declares  that 
'  where  men  work  only  ten  hours,  for  a  woman  the  time  varies 
from  twelve  to  fifteen.' 

^  The  conditions  of  the  labour  of  workmen  are  far  more 
severe  than  in  England,  and  the  institutions  for  purposes 
of  insurance,  benefit  clubs,  co-operative  works,  &c.,  are  only  in 
their  infancy.  The  divisions  between  class  and  class  are  far 
wider  than  in  England.' 

A  private  carriage  in  some  of  the  back  streets,  we  were 
told  by  the  mistress  of  the  one  in  which  we  were  driving,  is 
likely  to  be  insulted  and  even  stopped.  A  lady  who  should 
visit  the  poor  in  any  but  the  quietest  dress  would  risk  being 
annoyed.  In  London  it  is  rather  taken  as  a  compliment  to 
the  persons  visited  to  go  to  them  nicely  clad. 

At  the  Congress  at  Lyons,  the  general  tendency  of  the 
speakers  was  to  depreciate  the  value  of  trades  unions  and 
denounce  strikes.  '  La  greve  c'est  I'augmentation  de  la  misere 
de  tous,'  said  a  workman,  who  was  much  applauded.  They 
have  even  gone  farther  in  their  political  economy  than  our 
own  men,  and  discovered  that  '  a  rise  of  wages  means  a  cor- 
responding rise  in  prices,'  and  that  in  America,  '  though  the 
nominal  salaries  are  from  twelve  to  fifteen  francs  a  day,  the 
dearness  of  all  articles  of  necessity  is  three  or  four  times  as 
great  as  in  France,  so  as  to  restore  the  balance.'  The  work- 
men are,  indeed,  much  less  communistic  than  they  were  a  few 
years  ago,  and  the  spirit  seems  to  have  migrated  into  Germany 
and  E/Ussia. 

In  country  places,  the  excessive  division  of  property  has 
alarmed  even  the  people  themselves,  and  the  comparative 
inferiority  of  the  crops  upon  these  small  holdings,  compared 
with  those  on  a  larger  scale  in  England,  the  better  cultivation 
obtained  here  even  with  a  worse  climate,  seems  at  length  to 
have  struck  the  more  intelligent.  '  Le  morcellement,^  said  one 
of  the  chief  speakers  at  Lyons,  '  is  the  ruin  of  the  country.' 

Passing  from  London  to  Dover,  and  from  Calais  to  Paris, 
the  contrast  is  very  striking.  On  the  English  side  the  country 
looks  soigne,  peigne,  like  a  garden,  the  fields  clean,  the  farm 

Industrie  inscribed  round  his  hat.  The  number  of  French  poodles  shaved  in  the 
back  part  of  their  bodies  is  so  great  as  to  support  a  barber  attached  to  their 
own  particular  service ! 
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buildings  good,  the  cottages,  the  hedges  and  fences,  the  drain- 
ing, in  good  order,  the  beauty  of  the  trees  great.  On  the 
French  side,  where  the  subdivision  of  the  land  is  great,  there 
are  scarcely  any  cattle  or  sheep  to  be  seen,  little  manure  can 
be  collected,  the  crops  are  thin,  the  fields  badly  cultivated,  the 
trees  small,  there  are  few  farm  buildings.  What,  indeed,  can 
the  owner  of  three  or  four  acres  afford  to  build  on  his  '  estate '  ? 
The  cottages  are  of  one  story,  poor,  low,  and  tumble-down, 
although  they  are  the  property  of  those  who  dwell  there, 
which,  we  are  told  in  England,  would  be  the  cure  of  all  evils. 
The  plots  are  mortgaged  up  to  their  full  value  ;  the  land,  at 
the  death  of  an  owner,  being  generally  kept  by  one  member  of 
the  family,  who  must  borrow  to  pay  the  portions  of  the  rest, 
in  the  equal  partition  required  by  the  law  among  children. 
Michelet,  a  friend  of  the  morcellement,  observes  of  the  peasants 
that  their  land  brings  them  in  two  per  cent.,  while  they  pay 
eight  per  cent,  for  borrowed  money.  '  Property  is  divided  in 
Grenoble  to  such  an  extent  que  telle  onaison  a  dix proprietaires^ 
chacun  possedant  et  habitant  lone  chamhre.^ 

The  latest  official  return  of  cultivated  land  in  France  gives 
5,550,000  distinct  properties.  Of  these  5,000,000  are  under 
six  acres.  M.  Dupin  declares  that  England  averages  three 
times  as  much  meat,  milk,  and  cheese,  for  every  individual  of 
her  population,  as  France.  In  the  immediate  neighbourhood 
of  Paris  and  the  great  towns,  where  manure  can  be  obtained, 
and  the  price  of  fruit  and  vegetables  is  high,  the  market- 
gardens  are  not  at  all  better,  hardly  so  good,  as  near  London. 
Elsewhere  it  is  only  the  extreme  frugality  of  the  French 
peasant  which  enables  him  to  live  at  all,  and  this  is  a  quality 
pertaining  to  his  blood,  not  to  his  political  condition,  for  it  was 
as  great  under  the  ancien  regime  of  land-holding.^ 

The  land  hunger  in  France  is  no  new  feature  among  the 
peasants.  '  It  seems  to  be  little  known  that  Arthur  Young 
in  1788  described  the  number  of  small  ownerships  as  so  large 
that  he  believed  it  amounted  to  a  third  of  the  whole  kingdom.' 
In  1860  the  proportion  was  not  larger,  but  subdivision  has 
since  that  time  greatly  increased.  In  Canada  we  are  told  that 
the  French  Canadians  go  on  subdividing  their  land,  according 
to  their  old  traditions,  an  that  agriculture  suffers  in  conse- 
quence. 

At  Lyons,  workmen  at  the  Congress  declared  that  neither 
subdivision  nor  the  possession  of  land  by  the  State  can  be  so 

1  *  France  is  the  country  of  savings  ;  on  se prive  pour  amasser,  and,  not  having 
asKperfiu,  we  trench  upon  th3  necessary,' 
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good  as  personal  property,  which  alone  will  enable  the  best  to 
be  got  out  of  the  land. 

Another  speaker,  however,  recommended  ^  a  system  of  co- 
operation which  should  cover  all  trades  and  occupations,  and 
thus  entirely  get  rid  of  wages,  that  source  of  all  evil/  Co- 
operation in  the  form  of  industrial  enterprises  has  been  less 
successful  with  them  than  amongst  our  own  men. 

There  is  no  lack  of  admirable  institutions  of  all  kinds  in 
Paris  for  the  help  of  the  sick  and  the  poor,  but  there  seems  to 
be  far  less  of  the  spontaneous  efforts  of  individual  charity  in 
France  than  in  England.  The  '  regulation  work,^  as  it  may  be 
called,  excellent  often  as  it  is,  of  the  religious  orders,  under  the 
immediate  command  of  the  Church  and  the  Government,  seems 
to  chill  and  discourage  the  private  voluntary  zeal,  which  with 
us  accomplishes  so  much. 

There  is,  too,  a  far  wider  division  in  Paris  between  the  evil 
and  the  good,  between  '  the  world  '  and  the  life  devoted  to  God 
and  fellow- men,  than  with  us.  Here,  in  London,  men  and 
women,  living  much  in  society,  going  to  fine  parties,  dressing 
in  fine  clothes,  have  continually  some  good  work  going  on 
behind  the  scenes,  of  which  they  never  speak — some  workhouse 
or  school,  some  hospital  or  evening  class,  often  in  a  distant 
part  of  the  town,  to  which  they  devote  themselves  zealously, 
without  fuss  or  noise.  At  Paris  you  are  either  v/orldly  (if  not 
wicked)  in  gorgeous  raiment,  or  virtuous  and  (separated  to 
God)  in  black  stuff  and  a  poke  bonnet  or  a  white  cap.  The 
ordinary,  moderate,  good  life  seems  to  be  far  more  difficult  to 
lead  in  Paris  than  in  England.  It  is  the  same  with  the  litera- 
ture of  amusement ;  there  is  no  middle  term  ;  the  stories  and 
plays  are  either  such  as  can  hardly  be  looked  at  by  decent 
people  ('  Is  it  not  possible  to  conceive  a  plot  except  as  hanging 
on  seduction  or  adultery  ?  'asks  the  '  Revue  des  Deux-Mondes'), 
or  '  goody  '  to  a  degree  which  makes  them  unreadable  to  persons 
with  any  sense  of  art. 

There  is  more  of  '  spontaneity  '  among  the  Protestants,  as 
is  natural,  and  a  great  deal  of  useful  and  excellent  work  is 
going  on  among  them,  particularly  in  a  whole  group  of  institu- 
tions under  the  deaconesses — an  infant  school  and  an  orphan- 
age, a  refuge  for  young  girls  and  a  penitentiary,  a  convalescent 
home  lately  added,  all  admirably  managed.  The  faces  of  the 
girls  in  the  refuge  were  as  good  and  pleasant  as  those  of  others 
of  their  age,  while  on  the  other  side  of  the  v/all  (carefully 
parted  off  in  another  house)  we  sp.w  from  what  they  had  been 
rescued — the  painful  tale  of  varieties  of  bad,  bold,  hypocritical, 
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or  sensual  expressions,  hardly  one  of  them  womanly.  The  face 
of  the  sister,  who  was  with  them  night  and  day,  was  as  that  of 
an  angel. 

But  Protestantism  at  present  seems  stationary  in  France. 
She  has  a  grand  past, — the  Huguenots  were  the  salt  of  her 
earth  ;  the  story  of  the  Camisards  in  the  Cevennes,  thirty  thou- 
sand of  whom  perished  in  battle  or  on  the  scaffold  in  two  years, 
of  the  Pasteurs  du  Desert,  of  the  women  martyrs  at  Aigues- 
Mortes  and  elsewhere,  are  among  some  of  the  most  holy 
memories  of  their  country.  But  they  have  little  hold  upon  the 
present.  They  increase  but  slowly,  infidelity  spreads  on  all 
sides,  the  Roman  Catholic  Church  is  losing  the  masses  of  the 
workmen,  but  continues  her  sway  over  the  respectable  people, 
and  is  the  fashion  at  the  present  day.  While,  as  one  of  the 
best  of  the  Protestants  once  said,  'Nous  n'avons  pas  encore 
reussi  a  parler  le  langage  qui  est  compris  par  la  France.'  Their 
form  of  faith  has  been  perhaps  too  stern,  too  inward,  for  the 
*  sanguine  Gaul.' 

There  must  always  be  a  certain  loss  in  forming  part  of  a 
sect,  in  not  sharing  the  larger  national  life  and  interests  which 
belong  to  the  church  of  the  majority — there  is  often  a  narrow- 
ness in  the  types  of  thought  and  feeling.  On  the  other  side, 
the  earnestness  and  reality  of  their  faith  have  stood  the  fire 
and  are  undoubted.  'No  man  or  woman  is  a  dissenter  from 
careless  indifterence,  or  because  it  is  '  the  fashion.'  They  are 
'  holding  fast '  to  some  truth  which  they  feel  to  be  important, 
protesting  against  some  error  which  they  believe  to  be  '  soul- 
destroying  '  and  damnable.  They  care  for  the  things  of  God. 
They  may  sometimes  be  a  little  too  conscious  of  their  purity  of 
doctrine  over  that  of  their  neighbours,  of  the  superiority  of 
their  spiritual  life  over  those  who  follow  the  broad  roads,  which 
to  them  seeiM  leading  to  destruction,  but  they  are  the  salt  of 
the  earth  ;  fiom  them  spring  apostles  and  martyrs.  St.  Paul 
was  a  dissenter ;  Luther,  Huss,  John  Knox,  "Wesley  were  dis- 
senters, the  vehement  men  of  battle  for  the  truth  ;  while  the 
well-behaved  philosophical  natures,  like  Erasmus  and  Melanch- 
thon,  never  move  the  world. 

The  French  Protestants  have  passed  through  the  ages  of 
propagandism  by  fire  and  sword^  and  the  time  of  civil  persecu- 
tion is  at  an  end.  Three  members  of  their  body  are  in  the 
government,  and  they  may  collect  in  any  numbers  they  please 
to  pray  and  teach  ;  but  the  fire  of  conversion  has  died  also, 
and  the  future  of  France  can  hardly  be  expected  to  belong  to 
them,  in  spite  of  the  good  work  they  do  for  their  country. 
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Three  ceuvres  (the  cant  religious  term)  conducted  in  Paris 
by  English  Protestants,  which  we  visited,  are  however  curi- 
ously successful,  considering  that  they  are  accomplished 
by  foreigners  with  a  very  limited  knowledge  of  the  French 
tongue. 

That  by  Miss  Leigh  is  confined  to  the  care  of  young  English 
girls  who  are  collected  in  Paris  on  so  many  pretences,  to  Eng- 
lish orphans  and  persons  in  distress,  and  is  excellent,  while  it 
is  not  thwarted  by  the  want  of  words.  But  the  other  two  are 
conducted  purely  among  and  for  the  benefit  of  the  French 
themselves.  An  English  Congregationalist,  Mr.  McAll,  has 
opened  twenty-two  salles  in  different  parts  of  Paris,  in  some 
one  of  which  he  addresses  the  people  every  day  of  the  week  as 
well  as  on  Sunday,  or  gets  his  friends  to  do  so.  The  addresses 
are  sometimes  given  in  English  and  translated,  as  was  the  case 
when  Lord  Shaftesbury  spoke  a  few  weeks  back  ;  sometimes 
they  are  spoken  in  French,  by  no  means  immaculate,  by  differ- 
ent Englishmen,  but  not  a  smile  ever  passes  over  the  faces  of 
the  hundreds  of  workmen,  women,  soldiers,  children  present. 
They  listen  with  the  greatest  intentness  and  respect,  and,  when 
the  confused  words  must  sometimes  be  almost  unintelligible, 
take  the  will  for  the  deed,  believe  that  they  are  intended  for 
good,  and  that  the  "speaker  has  '  said  what  he  ought.'  It  is  an 
extremely  remarkable  sight  when  three  or  four  hundred  of  the 
very  roughest  possible  men  and  women  in  the  Rue  de  Puebla 
and  some  of  the  worst  quarters  are  thus  collected,  the  men 

predominating,  said  H  .    In  one  case  a  workman  rose  in 

the  body  of  the  hall  and  uttered  an  extempore  prayer  after  the 
final  cantiqice.  The  Prefect  of  Police,  without  whose  leave  no 
meetings  can  be  held  at  all,  sent  word  to  Mr.  McAll,  that  not 
only  should  he  not  be  interfered  with,  but  that  the  authorities 
thanked  him  for  the  good  effect  of  the  services  on  the  people 
who  attended  them. 

The  other  ceuvre  is  on  the  hill  of  Belleville,  the  centre  of 
all  that  is  most  turbulent  ■  and  disorderly  among  the  oicvriers, 
and  was  undertaken  by  a  lady  passing  through  Paris  just  after 
the  Commune,  who  was  so  distressed  by  the  vast  amount  of 
sins  and  sorrows  she  saw  about  her  in  an  accidental  visit,  that 
she  remained  there,  and  has  done  so  ever  since,  to  try  and  help 
to  the  very  utmost  of  her  power.  Miss  de  Broen  (who  is  half 
English,  half  Dutch)  has  been  joined  by  four  or  five  other 
English  and  Scotch  ladies  ;  an  iron  house  was  erected  by  means 
of  subscriptions  from  England  ;  and  therein  are  held  a  great 
sewing  class  or  mothers'  meeting,  a  large  girls'  school,  meetings 
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of  workmen  for  religious  and  instructive  purposes,  a  phar- 
macies where  advice  and  medicine  are  given  gratis  ;  and  a 
small  hospital  is  about  to  be  added  in  an  old  house  adjoining, 
w^hich  she  has  just  obtained,  but  which  as  yet  is  only  half 
paid  for. 

As  we  passed  up  the  ranks  of  sewing  women  of  all  ages — 
girls — women  with  a  baby  in  arms  and  another  by  their  side 
(whose  sewing  could  certainly  not  be  very  remunerative) — 
blear-eyed  old  hags,  without  teeth,  without  hair,  their  heads 
bound  in  dirty  handkerchiefs — some  seized  hold  of  my  com- 
panion's hand,  and  kissed  it  with  a  sort  of  passionate  affection, 
occasionally,  perhaps,  not  without  a  soupcon  of  the  hope  of  the 
coffee  which  is  sometimes  given — others  came  up  with  long 
stories  and  requests.  The  affection  Miss  de  Broen  inspired 
was  very  touching,  and,  as  we  came  away,  one  old  body  thrust 
a  great  bunch  of  pink  peonies,  another  a  nosegay  of  tiny  roses 
de  Meaux,  into  the  hands  of  the  different  ladies,  who  rarely 
reach  home  without  several  of  these  little  offerings.  The  pointed 
French  way  of  putting  a  thought  into  apt  words  is  even  here 
to  be  found.  A  remarkably  dirty,  ragged  man  had  attended 
the  meetings,  and  had  grown  much  tidier  after  a  time.  '  Yes,' 
said  he  one  day,  *  I  found  out  que  fetais  sale,  que  ma  chemise 
etait  sale,  que  mon  corps  etait  sale  J'  '  But  you  are  much  cleaner 
now,'  said  his  friend.  *  Ah,  I  do  not  mean  that ;  I  mean  that 
moi,  ici  dedans,  que  j'etais  sale,  et  qu'il  me  fallait  laveur,  et 
non  une  laveuse.^  The  question  of  the  Saviour  versus  the 
Virgin  could  hardly  have  been  more  tersely  disposed  of. 

Miss  de  Broen's  flock,  however,  are  by  no  means  lambs. 
I  drove  up  with  her  from  the  Rue  de  Rivoli  in  an  open  cab. 
The  driver  appeared  like  any  other  of  his  kind  in  the  civilised 
parts  of  Paris,  but  as  we  were  mounting  the  steep  hill  of  Belle- 
ville, my  companion  desired  him  to  turn  into  the  park  of  the 
Buttes  Chaumont,  and  I  asked  incautiously  (as  we  had  often 
done  of  our  driver  before)  whether  there  had  been  much  fight- 
ing thereabouts.  His  face  changed  into  that  almost  of  a 
wild  beast ;  '  his  foot  was  on  his  native  hill,'  and  the  Com- 
munist came  out.  '  Fighting  !  I  should  think  so  !  Sacres 
gredins  de  Versaillais,  this  is  what  I  got  here  ! '  and  he  pointed 
to  his  nose,  struck  and  flattened  ;  '  ces  gueux  d'aristos,  it  was 
their  doing  !  II  n!y  a  que  les  repuhlicains  de  hons ;  and  then 
came  a  storm  of  unintelligible  oaths  and  evil  words,  in  a 
patois  of  which,  happily  for  me,  I  could  only  understand  a 
word  here  and  there.  We  drove  on  into  the  beautiful  park 
garden,  made  out  of  the  quarries  whence  the  stone  of  which 
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Paris  is  built  used  to  Ije  dug.  They  had  })een  long  infested  by 
a  population  of  thieves  and  their  families,  and  Louis  Napoleon 
is  said  to  have  surrounded  the  place  with  soldiers,  driven  out 
the  squatters,  and  made  it  into  the  present  garden.  The 
thieves,  however,  have  not  ceased  to  be,  but  have  only  taken 
up  their  quarters  a  little  way  off.  The  view  was  magnificent : 
the  whole  of  Paris  was  spread  out  at  our  feet  ;  the  churches 
and  public  buildings,  towers  and  domes,  streets  and  gardens, 
with  the  river  winding  through  the  whole,  and  the  glass  roofs 
of  the  Exhibition  and  gilded  vanes  shining  in  the  light.  Our 
driver  had  now  lapsed  into  a  sort  of  droning  guide-book,  and 
was  pointing  out  the  different  places  we  could  see,  the  low  hills 
of  St.  Cloud  beyond  the  town,  Mont  Yalerien  on  our  right,  the 
high  ground  of  Pere -la- Chaise  on  the  left,  with  a  great  build- 
ing underneath  it,  which  turned  out  to  be  the  prison  of  La 
Poquette.  '  Did  the  shells  fall  here  ? '  said  I,  pointing  to  the 
trees  and  flowers.  And  again  the  man's  face  became  like  a 
tiger's  ;  it  was  frightful  to  see  him  grind  his  teeth  and  shake 
his  fist.  This  time  his  rage  was  against  the  priests  :  they  had 
brought  all  this  harm  on  the  people — the  rascals,  the  villains, 
the  wretches,  the  pests  of  France  !  and  so  on.  The  outbreak 
was  suggested  partly,  perhaps,  by  the  sight  of  a  woman  carry- 
ing a  long  wax  cierge,  at  whom  he  went  on  making  ugly  jokes. 

I  had  intended  to  return  in  the  same  carriage  to  the  Kue 
de  Pivoli,  and  was  rather  frightened  at  the  prospect  of  being 
alone  with  such  a  man.  My  friend  quite  sympathised,  and, 
promising  to  get  me  a  carriage  in  her  own  quarter,  we  rid  our- 
selves of  our  unpleasant  companion. 

Along  that  very  road  up  which  we  were  passing,  at  the 
bottom  of  that  hill,  only  seven  years  ago,  in  this  very  month 
of  May,  in  the  last  agony  of  the  Commune,  when  all  hope  of 
winning  the  day  was  over,  and  the  spirit  of  bloodthirsty  re- 
venge had  taken  possession  of  the  ^  Pederaux,'  fifty-two  of  the 
hostages  were  dragged  along  to  their  death,  with  every  aggra- 
vation of  cruelty  and  insult.  I  did  not  read  the  account  until 
afterwards,  luckily  for  my  peace  of  mind  that  evening. 

The  two  chief  hostages  were  the  Archbishop  of  Paris  and 
the  President  of  the  Cour  de  Cassation,  Bonjean,  a  very  dis- 
tinguished and  upright  judge,  who  had  returned  to  Paris  from 
his  country  place  in  Normandy,  where  he  was  quite  safe, 
saying,  '  I  thought  that  my  post  was  where  there  was  danger/ 
On  March  21  he  was  sitting  in  his  place  on  the  bench  when  he 
was  arrested  soon  after  the  beginning  of  the  rule  of  the  Com- 
mune and  shut  up  in  the  prison  of  Mazas  with  the  Archbishop, 
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and  a  great  number  of  men  of  all  conditions,  soldiers,  gen- 
darmes, gardes  de  Paris,  &c.,  who  had  refused  to  serve  the  new 
masters.  At  the  end  of  two  months,  the  ^  Committee  of  Public 
Safety '  ordered  the  Archbishop,  '  Bonjean,  senateur,^  the  cicres, 
'  et  tous  ceux  qui  peuvent  avoir  une  importance  quelconque,^ 
to  La  E/Oquette,  '  depot  des  condamnes.'  They  arrived  at  their 
prison  at  ten  at  night,  much  wearied  by  the  passage  of  the 
prison  vans  over  the  unpaved  streets  and  barricades,  and  having 
been  cruelly  insulted  by  the  mob.  They  were  placed  for  the 
night  in  wretched  little  cells,  no  food  was  given  to  them,  and 
the  next  day.  May  24th,  were  judged  by  a  court-martial,  pre- 
sided over  by  a  carpenter,  not  particularly  sober,  which  was 
held  in  a  hall  full  of  barrels  of  wine,  powder,  and  petrole, 
passers-by,  soldiers,  wounded,  and  clamour  of  all  kinds. 

Six  hostages  were  ordered  to  be  shot,  but  besides  the  Arch- 
bishop and  the  president  no  names  were  given,  and  when  the 
platoon  of  execution  arrived  the  jailor  refused  to  give  up  any 
unnamed  prisoners.  After  some  dispute  the  carpenter  chose 
four  more  out  of  the  list  sent  from  Mazas,  namely,  Duguerry, 
the  popular  cure  of  the  Madeleine,  the  Abbe  Allard,  belonging 
to  the  ambulances,  who  had  assisted  the  wounded  throughout 
the  siege,  and  two  more  priests.  '  On  se  moque  des  patriotes,' 
cried  a  man  from  headquarters,  impatient  at  this  tiresome  for- 
mality. This  was  ^  General '  Megy,  commandant  of  the  fort  of 
Issy,  mecanicien,  who  had  escaped  from  the  hagne  at  Toulon, 
where  he  had  been  condemned  to  fifteen  years  of  the  galleys 
for  an  assassination,  and  had  now  appointed  himself  to  carry 
out  the  sentence  of  death.  He  had  already  done  good  service 
to  the  State,  by  setting  fire,  at  the  head  of  the  vengeitrs,  to  the 
Cour  des  Comptes,  the  Palace  of  the  Legion  of  Honour,  in  the 
E/ue  de  Lille  and  Rue  du  Bac,  and  the  Savings  Bank^ 

The  six  hostages  were  summoned  from  their  miserable  cells 
by  a  dreadful  mob,  shouting  insults  and  curses,  and  the  names 
were  read  out  :  '  Georges  Darboy,  se  disant  serviteur  d'un 
nomme  Dieu  ^ ;  then  four  other  priests,  and  lastly,  Chief  Jus- 
tice Bonjean,  the  only  layman.  They  were  then  led  up  and 
down  many  stairs  and  passages  and  across  many  courts,  till  they 
reached  an  open  space  (still  within  the  prison)  where  they  were 
set  against  the  outer  wall  and  shot,  no  one  but  the  victims  and 
assassins  being  present.  Two  platoon  discharges  were  heard, 
and  then  a  few  isolated  shots.  The  Archbishop  is  believed  to 
have  died  at  once.  The  President  was  struck  by  nineteen 
balls  without  receiving  a  fatal  wound,  and  was  *  finished  off' 
by  a  pistol  applied  to  his  left  ear — a  shot  which  Megy  after- 


PARIS  DURING  THE  EXHIBITION 


151 


wards  in  America  prided  himself  upon  having  given.  The 
bodies  were  stripped,  and  the  few  valuables  found  upon  them, 
including  the  Archbishop's  cross  and  buckles,  were  stolen. 

'  The  Commune  was  now  at  its  last  gasp,  and  the  spasms  of 
its  agony  were  terrible.'  It  had  begun  to  suspect  and  destroy 
its  own  chiefs. 

On  that  very  May  25th,  Delescluze,  ^  the  veteran  of  de- 
mocracy and  the  pontiff  of  revolution,' was  accused  of  treachery 
and  shot  down  in  the  Boulevard  Yoltaire,  close  to  an  enor- 
mous barricade,  the  real  key  of  Belleville.  He  had  just  ar- 
ranged and  signed  the  orders  for  an  offer  to  be  made  to  Ver- 
sailles, bargaining  that  the  chiefs  of  the  Commune  were  to  be 
promised  their  lives  and  allowed  to  escape,  or  threatening  that 
the  nearly  1,500  hostages  still  remaining  would  be  massacred 
on  the  spot.  A  mass  of  foul  papers  found  in  his  pockets  testi- 
fied to  his  identity. 

After  his  death,  '  Colonel '  Hippolyte  Parent,  '  dit  Nar- 
cisse,'  was  appointed  commander-in-chief.  His  history  is  as 
follows  :  He  was  an  apprentice  hatter,  who  was  condemned  in 
1859  to  three  months  of  prison  for  escroquerie  /  in  1862  to  a  year 
more  at  Peronne  for  a  similar  crime  ;  in  1863  to  three  years 
of  prison  for  a  forged  signature  ;  in  1868,  at  Lyons,  to  a  year 
for  ahus  de  confiance ;  in  1870,  also  at  Lyons,  to  six  months 
more  for  some  other  crime.  As  in  1871  he  was  only  thirty-two 
years  of  age,  he  could  not  be  said  to  have  wasted  his  time.  On 
the  evening  before  '  the  Government '  resolved  on  evacuating 
the  Hotel  de  Yille,  which  had  become  dangerous,  and  had  re- 
tired to  the  Mairie  at  Belleville,  which  was  protected  by  the 
guns  of  the  battery  at  Pere-la- Chaise,  he  was  chosen,  with 
three  others,  to  set  fire  to  the  *  Chateau  Haussmann,'  the 
'  Archives  Municipales '  opposite  the  '  Assistance  Publique,' 
and  other  buildings  near,  at  the  head  of  two  companies  of  the 
'  Vengeurs  de  Flour  ens. ^ 

The  next  morning.  May  26,  fifty-two  of  the  1,490  hostages 
still  in  prison  were  brought  out  of  La  Roquette,  and  told  that, 
as  there  was  no  bread  left  in  the  place,  they  were  to  be  taken 
up  to  the  Mairie  at  Belleville,  to  receive  a  ration,  and  be  set 
at  liberty.  Amongst  them  were  eleven  priests,  thirty-seven 
gendarmes,  &c.,  and  three  '  civils.'  During  the  early  part  of 
their  march  the  crowds  through  which  they  passed  were  quiet 
and  even  compassionate,  but  when  once  they  reached  the  Hue 
Puebla  stones  began  to  be  throAvn  at  them  ;  all  the  riff-raft'  of 
all  kinds  which  had  taken  refuge  at  Belleville  and  Menilmon- 
tant  threw  themselves  upon  them  ;  fifteen  hundred  or  tw  o 
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thousand  men  out  of  the  cabarets,  women,  deserters,  vengeurs^ 
soldiers  from  the  Buttes  Chaumont,  made  a  triumphal  proces- 
sion round  the  prisoners,  singing,  shrieking,  dancing  ;  the 
women  '  leur  allongeaient  des  coups  de  poing,'  and  struck  them 
in  the  face  ;  mud  and  filth  were  thrown  at  their  heads.  ^  II 
f aut  les  tuer  ici — mort  aux  calotins  ! '  was  the  cry.  '  To  the 
ramparts  !  ^  was  the  answer. 

At  length  they  reached  an  open  space,  with  a  garden  be- 
hind it,  where  was  a  low  wall,  and  the  massacre  began  by  a 
cantiniere  dressed  in  red  and  armed,  who  had  headed  the  cortege 
on  horseback,  striking  a  prisoner  with  her  sabre.  This  was 
followed  by  shots  from  guns  and  revolvers  on  all  sides  ;  some 
soldiers  sitting  on  a  wall  near  were  singing  a  tue-tete  as  they 
shot  down  into  the  mass  below,  while  Hippolyte  Parent  stood 
on  a  little  wooden  balcony,  smoking  a  cigar,  and  with  his 
hands  in  his  pockets,  looking  on  all  the  time  until  the  end  had 
come. 

Massacre  was  not  enough,  and  a  game  was  now  invented  : 
the  victims  were  forced  to  jump  over  the  low  wall,  and  were 
shot,  '  au  vol,  9a  faisait  rire.'  A  soldier  threw  up  his  kepi, 
turned  round  and  cried,  '  Yive  TEmpereur  ! '  One  after 
another  fell  on  the  heap  of  dead  and  dying  ;  eleven  still  re- 
mained, four  of  them  priests.  They  were  desired  to  jump, 
and  refused,  one  of  them  saying,  '  We  are  quite  ready  to  die, 
but  not  en  faisant  des  gamhades,^  A  Federal  came  forward, 
seized  them  across  the  middle,  and  amidst  the  applause  of  the 
crowd  flung  them  over — the  last  priest  resisted,  and  in  his  fall 
dragged  the  soldier  with  him.  The  assassins  were  in  too  great 
a  hurry  to  stop  to  pick  out  their  companion,  they  fired  upon 
the  heaps  and  killed  him  also. 

The  bu.tchery  had  now  lasted  an  hour,  but  many  of  the 
wretched  victims  were  not  yet  dead,  and  those  below  groaned 
miserably  ;  even  after  a  number  of  shots  had  been  fired  into 
the  dreadful  heap  of  suffering,  still  the  moans  continued. 
'  Allons,  les  braves,  a  la  baionnette  ! '  cried  a  Federal,  and  the 
wounded  were  finished  off  at  last  in  this  way.  One  of  the 
bodies  was  found  afterwards  to  have  received  sixty-nine  shots. 
After  this  there  was  a  triumphant  retreat  to  the  cabarets  :  ^  La 
terre  est  purgee,'  they  cried.  The  next  morning  the  bodies 
were  stripped,  and  the  fifty- one  hostages  and  one  Federal  were 
flung  into  a  cesspool  together.^ 

The  account  was  written  down  by  an  eye-witness,  and  is  quoted '  textuelle- 
ment,'  in  the  account  given  by  the  Revue  des  Deux-  Mondes.  I  have  omitted 
some  of  the  worst  details. 
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In  the  preceding  montli  of  November  during  the  siege  the 
program iTie  of  the  '  Comitc  de  ligue  ti  entrance '  had  been  given 
thus  :  '  Paris  doit  etre  bruh';,  ou  appartenir  aux  proletaires/ 
All  chance  of  winning  Paris  was  at  an  end,  but  the  first  part 
of  the  order  could  still  be  carried  out.  And  on  the  '  3  Prai- 
rial,  an  79  ^ — i.e.  the  22nd  May — the  nomenclature  of  the  old 
Republic  had  been  resumed — the  order  was  given  thus  : — 

'  Le  citoyen  Milliere,  a  la  tete  de  150  fuseens,  incendiera 
les  maisons  suspectes  et  les  monuments  de  la  rive  gauche.  Le 
citoyen  Yesinier  est  charge  specialement  des  boulevards  de  la 
Madeleine  a  la  Bastille/  and  so  on.  Ces  citoyens  doivent 
s'entendre  avec  les  chefs  de  barricades  pour  assurer  Texecution 
de  ces  ordres/  which  were  carried  out  on  the  25th  and  26th. 

The  factories  of  corn  collected  during  the  siege  on  the  Quai 
Bourbon  were  soon  in  flames,  a  quantity  of  food  which  had 
been  stored  in  an  entrepot  for  public  carriages,  at  La  Yillette, 
was  burnt,  and  372  carriages  went  with  it,  772  houses  were 
blazing,  754  others  set  fire  to,  the  Tuileries,  the  Palais  Royal, 
the  Cour  des  Comptes  and  its  archives,  the  Gobelins,  the  Hotel 
de  Yille,  the  Prefecture  de  Police,  three  theatres,  the  Ministere 
des  Finances,  the  Library  of  the  Louvre,  were  burnt,  and  a 
number  of  other  buildings  too  many  to  enumerate.  Paris 
seemed  to  be  given  up  to  the  flames,  while  the  Germans  who 
were  encamped  on  the  left  bank  looked  on  with  amazement  at 
the  French  cutting  each  other's  throats  and  burning  their  own 
capital. 

Then  came  the  entry  of  the  army  from  Yersailles,  the 
frightful  retaliation,  the  revenge  of  the  advancing  troops.  It 
was  hardly  to  be  wondered  at  if  they  were  enraged  ;  they  had 
endured  months  of  misery  during  the  siege  from  the  enemy, 
many  had  been  brought  up  by  long  marches  in  winter  from  the 
interior  of  France,  suffering  cold,  wet,  and  hunger,  only  to 
receive  death  and  mutilation  from  the  hands  of  their  own 
countrymen.  '  But  if  the  revolt  was  odious,  the  repression  was 
terrible  ;  it  was  not  justice  which  struck,  it  was  rage.'  The 
chiefs  of  the  insurrection  had  made  sure  of  their  ow^n  escape, 
most  of  them  had  secured  money  and  means  of  subsistence,  and 
it  was  their  wretched  dupes  who  sufiered  in  their  stead.  '  As 
the  troops  poured  in  we  heard  how  the  officers  would  call  out, 
"  Prenez-moi  celui-la  et  fusillez-le  ; "  "  Encore  ca,  non  pas 
celui-la,  tel  autre,''  at  hazard,  with  no  reason  but  the  caprice 
of  the  moment.  Without  trial,  without  shrift,  without  adieux, 
men,  women,  and  even  children,  were  seized  and  put  to  death 
without  distinction  or  mercy/ 
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The  women,  it  is  true,  had  often  been  among  the  most  fierce 
of  the  Communists  ;  a  gamin  de  Paris  is  sometimes  an  incar- 
nate little  demon.  In  the  Bevolution  of  1848,  they  were  known 
to  creep  under  the  stomachs  of  the  cavalry  horses  and  shoot 
them  with  a  pistol  from  below,  when  of  course  the  death  of  the 
rider  ensued.  Yet  to  execute  women  and  children  when  all 
was  over,  and  their  power  of  resistance  was  at  an  end,  was 
terrible  to  witness  and  think  of. 

In  one  case  we  were  told  how  a  '  fournee  '  of  men,  women, 
and  boys,  were  set  against  a  wall  to  be  shot;  the  soldiers  were 
raising  their  guns,  when  a  lad  of  perhaps  fourteen  or  fifteen 
called  out  entreatingly  to  the  officer,  '  My  mother  will  not  know 
what  is  become  of  me  ;  let  me  go  into  that  porter's  lodge  for 
two  minutes,  and  send  her  my  watch.  I  give  my  parole  dlion- 
neiir  I  will  come  back  !  '  A  mother's  name  is  always  a  strong 
word  to  conjure  with  in  France  ;  the  officer  let  him  go,  pro- 
bably intending  and  expecting  him  to  escape.  At  the  end  of 
the  two  minutes,  however,  the  boy  came  running  back,  and  set 
himself  against  the  wall  :  *  A  present  je  suis  pret,'  said  he 
breathlessly.  The  officer  gave  him  a  kick — probably  pity  at 
that  moment  might  have  been  dangerous  with  his  own  men. 
'  Ya-t'en,'  said  he,  and  the  child  scoured  off  as  the  bullets  dis- 
posed of  the  rest  of  the  prisoners. 

In  a  street  on  the  left  bank  near  the  river  there  had  been 
much  fighting,  and  several  houses  burnt.  Towards  evening  a 
lady,  a  friend  of  our  own,  hearing  there  were  some  wounded  in 
a  courtyard  near,  went  out  with  a  doctor  to  try  and  give  help. 
They  found  a  'Federal,'  almost  a  lad,  lying  on  the  ground  with 
a  ball  in  his  chest.  '  Can  I  get  over  it  ? '  he  inquired.  The 
doctor  shook  his  head  compassionately,  '  Mieux  moi  qu'un 
autre,'  said  the  boy  with  a  sigh  ;  '  I  have  neither  wife  nor  chil 
dren,'  and  so  died — unconscious  hero  in  a  bad  cause. 

The  destruction  of  public  buildings  and  monuments  seems 
to  have  been  carried  out  from  several  sides  at  once.  A  battery 
of  seven  guns  on  the  height  of  Pere- la- Chaise  was  directed 
principally  on  the  Tuileries,  the  church  of  Saint  Eustache,  and 
the  Orleans  station.  The  Chef  commandant  I'Artillerie  du  X. 
wrote,  '  Mon  tir  est  dirige  de  fagon  a  faire  le  plus  de  degat  a 
I'interception  des  Boulevards  Hopital,  Saint- Marcel  et  Arago.' 
'  Tirez  principalement  sur  les  eglises,'  wrote  a  member  of  the 
Committee  of  Public  Safety  in  reply,  '  except  those  of  Belle- 
ville.' One  could  not  help  wondering  where  our  Communist 
driver  with  the  flattened  nose  and  the  hatred  of  priests  had 
been  distinguishing  himself  during  those  last  days. 
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The  men  who  had  obtained  the  command  had  evidently  a 
great  objection,  with  excellent  reason,  to  police  reports,  which 
seem  to  have  included  in  their  eyes  records  of  all  kinds.  After 
the  Prefecture  with  all  its  compromising  papers  was  burnt,  came 
the  turn  of  the  Cour  des  Comptes,  and  for  hours  during  the  con- 
flagration the  blackened  pieces  of  paper  fell  like  a  dark  snow 
upon  the  houses  and  gardens  near,  and  were  even  carried  by 
the  wind  into  the  country,  forty  miles  away.  Its  blackened, 
roofless  walls  and  empty  eyes  of  windows  still  remain,  close 
to  the  bridge  which  the  jolly  crowd  of  cabs  and  carriages  and 
people  cross  to  reach  the  Exposition,  along  one  of  the  pretty 
shady  roads  close  to  the  river.  It  was  almost  incredible  to 
remember  that  such  scenes  were  enacted  there,  only  seven  years 
ago. 

No  one  liked  to  speak  of  the  Commune  ;  it  was  evidently 
felt  to  be  a  disgrace  to  the  country  to  have  allowed  the  scum 
of  its  population  to  obtain  possession  of  the  conduct  of  affairs 
in  its  principal  city  even  for  two  months,  and  neither  gentle 
nor  simple  cared  voluntarily  to  mention  the  subject.  But  with 
the  details  of  the  horrors  which  were  committed  during  its 
sway  and  the  horrors  wuich  were  committed  in  repressing  it, 
so  fresh  in  remembrance,  strangers  may  be  forgiven  if  they 
cannot  quite  forget  the  past  under  the  pleasant  present,  and  if 
they  do  not  feel  the  strong  certainty  of  the  procession  of 
Presidents  (like  Banquo's  vision  of  shadowy  kings)  which  was 
paraded  before  our  eyes  by  enthusiastic  republicans.  The  only 
thing  in  France  of  w^hich  anyone  can  be  certain  is  the  imprevu  ; 
that  which  is  most  unlikely  to  happen  is  sure  to  be  the  one 
event  probable.  But  the  prophetic  spirit  must  be  confident, 
indeed,  which  can  venture  to  foretell  what  that  event  will  be, 
or  who  in  future  will  govern  the  most  charming,  terrible, 
engaging,  repulsive,  brutal,  heroic  people  which  have  ever  ex- 
isted on  the  face  of  the  earth. 
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'  Agriculture  is  in  a  suffering  state  in  every  part  of  Europe ' 
is  the  beginning  of  an  article  in  the  '  Revue  des  Deux-Mondes/ 
of  October  1874.  Our  extreme  insularity  makes  us  almost 
always  ignore  this  condition  of  things,  and  speak  as  if  our 
woes  in  the  matter  were  peculiar  to  ourselves,  while  the 
remedies  often  proposed  entirely  omit  the  experience  of  other 
countries,  which  shows  that  they  have  not  only  been  tried  and 
found  wanting  in  France,  Germany,  and  Belgium,  but  that 
there  is  *  a  strong  reaction  against,  for  instance,  the  morcelle- 
ment  of  property '  and  the  present  partage  force  ;  that  the 
peasants  themselves  are  beginning  to  seek  for  other  means  of 
existence  than  that  of  land,  which  has  gone  down  in  value  in 
many  parts  of  France,  sometimes  40  per  cent.,  from  the  want 
of  demand.  In  Germany,  where  the  complaints  are  greatest, 
and  the  condition  of  the  peasant  proprietors  considered  to  be 
most  serious,  '  la  petite  propriete  a  peu  de  proneurs.' 

Three  Government  commissions  have  been  simultaneously 
issued  to  inquire  into  the  remedies  necessary  to  counteract  the 
evils  connected  with  the  present  state  of  their  land  tenure — one 
by  the  Prussian  Minister  of  Agriculture  in  1883,  another  for 
the  Grand  Duchy  of  Baden,  which  is  considered  the  most  search- 
ing and  complete,  the  third  by  the  Society  of  Social  Economy, 
which  has  been  carried  out  by  local  inquiries  in  all  parts  of 
Germany,  Bavaria,  Austria,  the  E/hine  provinces,  Westphalia, 
Mecklenburg- Schwerin,  &c.  *  The  fear  that  haunts  men's 
minds,'  says  the  *  Revue  des  Deux-Mondes '  on  the  German 
reports,  'is  that  middle-sized  and  large  properties  will  alto- 
gether disappear,  and  with  them  the  power  of  cultivating 
cereals  to  advantage.'  Wheat  can  only  be  grown  advantageously 
at  the  present  time  in  fields  of  a  certain  size,  with  a  large 
amount  of  manure  and  proper  agricultural  machinery.  How 
is  it  possible  that  the  cultivators  of  scraps  of  land  of  an  acre 
or  two,  with  the  spade  or  the  tiny  plough,  can  contend  with 
scientific  systems  of  agriculture  or  the  enormous  supplies  of  the 
New  World  ? 
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Sub -divisions,  say  the  reports,  are  increasing  to  an  alarming 
extent — as  the  population  multiplies  the  size  of  each  portion  is 
diminished.  If  at  a  death  the  property  is  not  divided  equally 
among  the  children,  and  passes  to  the  principal  heir,  sometimes 
the  eldest,  sometimes  the  youngest  of  the  family  is  obliged  to 
borrow  in  order  to  pay  the  others  their  shares  ;  he  then  only 
vegetates,  the  next  generation  at  furthest  sells,  '  or  vendre 
c'est  morceller,'  If  the  land  is  divided  in  kind  the  possessor  of 
each  small  piece  is  still  worse  off,  and  poverty  overtakes  him 
then  even  more  quickly.  '  Le  systeme  des  deux  enfants '  is 
coming  more  and  more  into  practice,  to  prevent  a  ruinous 
partition.  The  division  is  so  great  that  cultivation  is  seriously 
impeded  ;  the  proprietor  of,  say,  25  acres  often  has  it  divided 
into  forty  or  fifty  loarcelles^  dispersed  over  the  territory  of  a 
commune.  He  employs  half-an-hour,  or  more,  to  go  from  one 
to  the  other,  and  not  only  loses  much  time,  but  he  cannot  cul- 
tivate these  tiny  morsels  as  he  ought  when  the  land  is  mixed 
up  with  those  of  his  neighbours.  It  is  remarkable  that  the 
feature  which  most  perplexes  foreign  statesmen  and  economists 
has  till  now  been  almost  ignored  in  the  English  discussions  on 
the  subject,  viz.,  the  sub-division  of  the  sub-divisions.  The 
units  created  by  the  imrtagQ  force  are  small  enough,  but  even 
these  are  not  kept  together.  A  man  leaves,  say,  three  chil- 
dren, and  has  three  little  morsels  of  land,  yet  such  is  the 
jealous  fear  of  being  over-reached,  of  not  getting  exactly  their 
rightful  share,  that  each  son  and  daughter  will  often  insist 
upon  taking  their  thirds  of  each  separate  piece. 

The  habit  of  investing  all  savings  in  land  makes  the  peasant 
buy  a  bit  wherever  he  can  get  it,  although  perhaps  it  may  be 
'  a  une  lieure  d'ici,'  as  was  often  said  to  us.  If  the  \\t\X&  j^arcelles 
could  be  brought  together  by  exchange  or  sale,  the  increase  in 
their  value  would  be  from  20  to  30  per  cent.  This  course  is 
favoured  by  legislation  in  Germany.  In  France  Techange 
s'accomplit  rarement,'  says  Le  Play.  'Je  dirais  jamais,^  was 
the  comment  of  a  French  landowner.  '  Le  voisin '  is  a  sort  of 
byword  among  the  peasants  for  the  incarnation  of  evil,  no 
accommodation  takes  place  between  them ;  while  the  proper 
use  of  water  for  irrigation,  of  works  for  drainage,  improve- 
ments in  the  cultivation  of  cereals,  are  all  impossible  in  such 
isolated  patches. 

The  remedies  proposed  for  the  morcellement  sound  strange 
in  our  ears  ;  the  recent  laws  in  Prussia  tend  all  to  create  a 
privileged  heir.  Amongst  them  are  to  be  found  proposals,  1st, 
to  make  a  '  majorat '  (that  is,  to  restore  primogeniture  I),  so 
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that  the  land  can  be  kept  together,  and  the  younger  children 
bought  off  with  a  small  share  in  money.  2nd.  To  register  a 
farm  on  a  list  of  rural  estates  {Hofen-Recht),  after  which  it 
shall  be  indivisible — it  must  be  inhabited  and  worked  by  the 
proprietor,  and  cannot  be  either  let  or  mortgaged.  3rd.  The 
mortgages  of  the  peasants  are  so  numerous  that  an  Encumbered 
Estates  Act  is  demanded  for  them,  also  that  their  debts  should 
be  taken  over  either  by  the  State  or  by  companies  such  as  the 
popular  banks  of  Schultze-Delitzsch,  which  should  lend  money 
at  less  usurious  interest  than  the  money-lenders  receive.  'All 
peasants  certainly  are  not  in  debt,  but  in  many  parts  of  Ger- 
many their  mortgages  amount  to  from  54  to  99  per  cent,  on 
real  property  ; '  and  it  is  proposed  to  take  from  them  the 
power  of  mortgaging  their  land,  either  wholly  or  in  part.  4th. 
Protection  in  all  its  different  forms.  '  The  heaviest  charges  on 
the  small  properties,'  continues  the  Report,  '  are  the  family 
settlements  ;  these  constitute  23  per  cent.  New  constructions 
only  count  for  5  per  cent.' 

The  increase  of  the  debts  on  land  {dette  fonciere)  and  the 
progressive  morcellement  of  property  are  the  chief  subjects  of 
anxiety  in  the  inquiries. 

An  extremely  curious  experiment  has  been  tried  in  Mecklen- 
burg-Schwerin  that  is  hitherto  very  little  known.  The  greatest 
part  of  the  territory  belonged  to  the  Grand  Duke  ;  the  culti- 
vators were  serfs  up  to  1820,  and  were  considered  as  yearly 
tenants,  when  they  became  free.  In  1867  the  land  was 
divided  by  Government,  according  to  a  regular  system,  into 
leasehold  farms  of  from  90  to  100  acres,  and  7,511  peasant- 
farms  of  from  10  to  15  acres,  held  by  (Biidner)  artisans,  for 
whom  the  land  is  only  an  accessory,  and  6,392  plots  for 
cottagers  large  enough  for  a  house  and  garden.  Any  expenses 
are  charged  at  4  per  cent,  besides  the  rent,  with  a  choice  of 
paying  off  the  principal,  which  hardly  any  of  the  peasants 
have  availed  themselves  of  as  yet.  The  tenant  may  not  break 
up  his  farm  or  increase  it  ;  if  he  parts  with  it  he  must  sell 
the  whole  in  one  piece,  as  the  object  is  to  protect  them  against 
further  subdivision.  The  interference  with  liberty  would  seem 
here  somewhat  oppressive. 

With  regard  to  France,  in  a  work  published  at  Paris  this 
year — Relevement  de  VAgrimdture,  by  Lafargue,  on  the  diffi- 
culties which  beset  the  land  question — '  the  alarming  situation 
of  France,  v/hich  is  passing  at  this  moment  through  a  terrible 
agricultural  crisis,'  is  spoken  of.  He  goes  on  to  describe  the 
'  increasing  depopulation  of  the  country  and  the  ^ant  of  hands, 
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while  the  increase  in  wages  makes  the  difficulty  of  figlithig 
against  foreign  competition  greater  and  greater/ 

'  The  excessive  subdivision  of  property,  which  prevents  tlio  ^ 
use  of  agricultural  machines  ;  the  scattering  of  the  patches 
entangled  in  a  hopeless  degree  one  with  another,  which  gives 
rise  to  interminable  and  ruinous  lawsuits,  and  to  inextinguish- 
able hatreds,  and  offers  insurmountable  obstacles  to  regular  and 
economical  cultivation  ;  the  scarcity  and  bad  condition  of.  the 
country  roads  ;  the  complete  isolation  in  which  the  peasants 
live  ;  an  ignorance  which  often  makes  them  attempt  to  grow 
what  their  soil  is  least  fitted  to  produce,  and  to  employ  insuf- 
ficient and  vicious  modes  of  culture,  condemned  alike  by  science 
and  experience ' — these  are  among  the  causes  to  which  M. 
Lafargue  attributes  '  the  depression  which  is  so  serious  at  the 
present  moment  in  France,'  and  it  is  hardly  to  be  hoped  that 
the  best  mode  of  combating  the  difficulties  of  our  present 
situation  can  be  to  introduce  such  a  system  at  home. 

A  description  of  the  state  of  the  French  peasant  may  be 
taken  from  M.  Malo,  a  civil  engineer,  for  many  years  mayor 
of  his  district,  who  says  in  a  lecture  on  Socialism,  which  was 
read  at  a  conference  on  political  economy  at  Lyons,  with  re- 
gard to  the  peasant  proprietors — '  There  are  of  course  excep- 
tions in  everything  and  everywhere  ;  but  what  is  their  present 
condition  in  their  grande  genercdite  ' 

'  Fearful  labour  ;  an  enormous  amount  of  physical  force 
spent,  too  often  wasted,  by  the  fault  of  hereditary  routine  ; 
a  diet  approaching  that  of  his  own  cattle  ;  the  necessity  of 
making  his  wife  and  children  work  as  much  as,  or  more  than, 
the  beasts  of  burden;  the  incessant  fear  that  one  of  a  thousand 
mishaps  may  destroy  in  a  day  the  harvest  and  the  fruit  of  the 
labour  of  the  whole  year;  the  crushing  misery  of  debt,  which  so 
often  tortures  him,  renders  him  low  and  servile,  and  against 
which  he  must  fight,  under  pain  of  being  devoured  by  it.  All  this 
labour,  all  these  miseries,  all  these  harrowing  anxieties  to  leave 
the  inheritance  of  this  rock  of  Sisyphus  intact  to  his  posterity  ; 
an  inheritance  most  grievous  of  all,  but  accepted  without  mur- 
mur from  father  to  son,  without  interruption,  and  ^\it\\  little 
hope  that  the  terrible  weight  will  diminish.  And  on  tlie  day 
when  this  galley  slave  is  worn  out,  when  at  last  his  muscles  re- 
fuse service,  when  he  has  become  an  onerous  burden  for  his 
family,  it  remains  only  for  him  to  hope  that  his  uselessness  will 
not  be  of  long  duration.' 

This  is  a  state  of  things  proposed  as  a  panacea  for  the  evils 
that  beset  our  ovm  social  condition,  which,  though  it  certainly 
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needs  great  improvement,  is  still  at  a  far  higher  level  that  that 
described  by  French  writers. 

The  difficulty  of  obtaining  farm  labour  in  the  greater  part 
of  France  is  a  question  which  does  not  often  occur  to  an  Eng- 
lish inquirer.  Each  man  is  occupied  with  his  own  little  plot 
at  the  seasons  when  labour  is  required  ;  he  only  offers  his  work, 
if  at  all,  at  slack  times  when  work  is  not  wanted.  To  such  a 
degree  is  this  found  to  be  the  case  that  '  it  is  a  serious  obstacle 
to  ]arger  proprietors  farming  for  themselves,'  and  the  report  of 
an  industrial  training  school  for  neglected  and  criminal  boys, 
proposes  to  remedy  this  deficiency  by  bringing  up  and  sending 
out  the  lads  as  farm  labourers. 

'  Man,  wife,  sons  and  daughters,  on  a  small  peasant  pro- 
perty, have  all  to  work  hard  from  early  morn  till  night,  to  gain 
enough  to  keep  body  and  soul  together.  They  exist  upon  the 
most  frugal  fare,  and  live  in  dirty,  crowded  hovels  ;  as  regards 
food  and  housing  the  English  labourer  is  unquestionably  50 
per  cent,  better  off  than  they  are.  .  .  .  The  peasants  have  no 
money  to  cultivate  their  little  fields  or  to  buy  stock  ;  the  ap- 
plication of  artificial  manure,  of  sufficient  home-made  dung, 
and  the  use  of  labour-saving  machinery  are  impossible  in  the 
petite  culture.  The  results  are  everywhere  the  same — poor 
crops,  bad  earnings,  and  extravagant  value  put  upon  the  land 
[which  is  considered  the  only  mode  of  getting  a  living,  as  in 
Ireland],  and  a  hard  and  miserable  existence,'  says  Professor 
Volcker. 

Bismarck,  in  a  speech  last  autumn,  remarked  that  when  he 
went  to  Yarzin  (the  estate  which  was  presented  to  him  by  the 
country),  he  found  about  a  dozen  peasant  proprietors  ;  they 
were  now  reduced  to  half  ;  '  the  other^  have  been  obliged  to  sell 
to  me  to  avoid  burdens  which  they  cannot  bear.'  He  goes  on 
to  say  that  protection  was  the  true  remedy  for  this  !  !  '  Let 
the  corn  duties  be  raised  !  '  We  shall  hardly  adopt  this  method 
of  making  peasant  properties  succeed. 

I  have  given  an  account  of  the  results  in  Germany  and 
France.  I  now  quote  from  a  Swiss  report  just  received, 
October  1885:  'All  our  land  is  cut  up  into  very  small 
slices,  twenty  or  thirty  acres,  and  lower  ;  these  small  pro- 
perties are  over-burdened  with  agricultural  buildings  and 
mortgages.'  The  same  state  of  things  is  then  described  as  in 
France  and  Germany.  The  division,  '  tearing  up,'  of  the  land 
at  a  death  of  the  owner,  the  over-building  on  the  small  slices, 
'  or  if  one  heir  keeps  the  property  he  is  crippled  by  the  sums 
he  has  Jo  pay  to  the  rest.'    '  If  a  man  is  not  Avealthy  enough 
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to  own  his  farm  free  of  mortgage,  he  is  better  off  as  a  tenant.  ^ 
In  bad  years  he  must  pay  the  interest,  or  legal  proceedings  will  \ 
be  taken,  whereas  a  tenant  often  finds  much  leniency  from  his 
landlord.'    '  Failures  among  the  small  peasant  owners  have  j 
vastly  increased  lately,  the  import  of  American,  Russian,  and  [ 
Hungarian  wheat  has  checked  its  cultivation  now  for  many  \ 
years.    Nearly  all  the  farmers  have  taken  to  sell  milk  for  con-  ; 
densation,  or  cheese  ;  the  price  of  both  has  gone  down  however  / 
to  not  quite  five  shillings  per  cwt.  of  milk,  a  price  which  leaves 
the  farmer  not  much  more  than  his  eyes  to  cry  with.  Failures 
in  the  agricultural  classes  are  the  order  of  the  day,  but  this  is 
not  seen  by  the  traveller,  looking  down  from  the  top  of  a  moun- 
tain.   The  little  farms  go  by  auction  at  a  cheap  rate  into  the  i 
hands  of  new  ov/ners  and  do  not  show  the  change  Avritten  up( 
over  their  doors.' 

'Our  Swiss  agricultural  professors  are  preaching,  "Your 
farms  are  too  small,  you  farm  on  too  small  a  scale,  you  have 
no  machinery,  &c.  ;  throw  your  land  slices  together,  and  re- 
create large  farms.''  But  this  is  almost  impossible.  The  small 
pieces  are  crowded  with  agricultural  buildings,  and  even  men 
who  have  money  could  only  buy  land  covered  over  with  build- 
ings, which  they  neither  want  nor  wish  for,  yet  for  which 
they  would  have  to  pay.  The  only  part  of  Switzerland  which 
understood  the  value  of  tolerably  large  farms  was  the  Emmen- 
thal,  a  long  rich  valley,  in  the  canton  of  Berne.  Here,  till 
1852,  at  the  death  of  a  father,  the  property  went  to  the  young- 
est son,  with  no  other  obligation  than  to  keep  his  elder  brothers 
and  sisters  as  farm  servants  as  long  as  they  remained  unmarried, 
— but  in  1852  the  Emmenthal  was  required  to  conform  to  the 
law,  which  divided  equal  shares  to  all  the  heirs  ]  and  the 
number  of  elder  brothers  and  sisters  being  great,  and  the 
youngest  sons  being  few,  the  old  law  was  thrown  over,  and 
the  valley  is  now  cut  up  into  too  small  farms  like  the  rest  of 
the  country.  Our  peasantry  are  more  pressed  by  their  debts 
than  even  by  a  hard  landlord,  if  they  were  tenants — the 
great  number  of  failures  proves  this.' 

'  This  poverty-stricken  agricultural  population  is  crying  out 
for  help  from  the  State.'  (This,  be  it  remembered,  in  a 
Republic  with  almost  universal  suffrage)  ;  '  but  the  State  has 
long  since  given  them  all  that  it  can  give,  cheap  schools,  roads, 
railways,  inheritance  in  equal  shares,  cheap  law  courts,  cheap 
tiransfer  of  land,  etc.  It  cannot,  however,  prevent  the  conse- 
quences of  the  imprudence  of  men  in  becoming  proprietors 
without  the  means  of  paying  for  what  they  bought,  or  keeping 
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up  what  they  undertook.  We  are  in  the  midst  of  a  long 
agricultural  crisis,  land  is  going  down  to  half  its  value,  the 
number  of  victims  to  this  slow  process  is  great,  and  grows 
daily  greater.  All  these  bankrupts  form  a  vast  class  of  dis- 
contented paupers,  who  accuse  the  State,  society,  and  especially 
the  rich,  of  their  misfortunes.  They  have  lost  the  right  of 
voting  and  are  forming  clubs  to  get  the  law  repealed,  which 
deprives  bankrupts  of  their  votes.' 

The  last  sentence  in  the  words  of  the  report  is  curiously 
graphic  :  '  The  evil  does  not  only  result  in  losses  of  property, 
but  in  multiplying  a  discontented,  despairing  set  of  people, 
who  without  the  means  of  trying  a  new  leaf  in  the  book  of 
their  lives,  lie  heavily  and  venomously  in  the  lap  of  their 
country.'  The  writer  then  goes  on  to  advocate  emigration, 
organised  and  regulated  by  the  State.  '  It  is  a  known  fact  that 
the  Swiss  do  not  do  well  in  countries  where  only  English  or 
Spanish  is  spoken.  It  was  the  fashion  at  one  time  for  our 
Communes  to  get  rid  of  their  paupers  by  paying  their  journey 
to  New  York,  but  the  United  States  have  stopped  this 
practice.' 

This  description  of  Switzerland  shows  a  state  of  society 
which  curiously  carries  out  all  the  conditions  which  we  are 
now  assured  would  cure  all  our  evils.  A  thrifty  and  in- 
dustrious population,  admirable  laws  (except  the  equal  parti- 
tion of  the  land),  which  have  been  for  some  time  in  full 
operation  ;  yet  instead  of  the  material  prosperity  which  we 
are  promised,  or  the  moral  contentment  which  is  expected  to 
result  from  the  change,  distress  and  discontent  are  prevailing 
to  a  painful  degree. 

It  would  seem  as  if  the  failure  to  carry  out  certain  economic 
laws  had  brought  about   its  own  natural  evil  consequences, 
irrespective  of  good  intentions,  and  anxious  efforts  for  the 
right.    The  exceptions  of  course  are  many  over  so  wide  an 
area,  but  it  will  be  found  that  they  exist  only  with  peculiar 
conditions  of  climate,  markets,  or  great  industrial  populations, 
which  can  never  be  generally  applicable  to  agriculture  at  large 
in  any  country.     They  cannot,  indeed,  be  very  many,  as  the 
same  successful  instances  are  constantly  quoted  in  Germany, 
'  Belgium,  France,  England  and  Switzerland.    In  Mecklenburg, 
where  there  is  a  large  mining  and  manufacturing  population, 
small  patches  of  land  for  a  house  and  garden  are  bought 
largely  by  the  workmen,  and  appear  to  answer  well.  In 
Belgium,  the  large  towns  are  numerous  and  close  together,  and 
furnish  excellent  markets  for  the  produce  of  the  small  owners 
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near  them,  who  prosper.  In  parts  of  Normandy,  where  they 
have  the  command  of  the  markets  both  of  London  and  Paris, 
and  subdivision  is  not  so  great,  the  fruit,  poultry,  eggs, 
butter,  and  milk  sent  to  Paris  fetch  high  prices,  and  the 
peasant  owner  succeeds.  Guernsey  and  Jersey,  where  the 
climate  and  soil  enable  the  market-gardener  to  send  early 
vegetables,  fruit,  and  flowers  to  London  ;  the  Simmenthal, 
near  Thun,  where  the  pastures  and  soil  are  remarkably  fine 
and  furnish  the  world  with  Gruyere  cheese,  are  all  examples  of 
the  kind  of  success  which  it  is  possible  for  the  peasant  proprietor 
to  obtain. 

'  With  a  much  finer  climate  the  French  average  of  life  is  far 
lower  than  in  England,  owing  to  the  wretched  one-roomed 
hovels  in  which  the  peasants  so  often  dwell.  ^  In  Brittany,  and 
elsewhere,  says  M.  Leconteux,  '  families  are  to  be  found  often 
in  conditions  in  which  intelligent  agriculturists  would  not  put 
their  beasts.^ 

The  different  modes  by  which  the  labourer  can  participate 
in  the  use  of  the  land  may  be  said  to  be  allotments,  co-operative 
farms,  '  little  takes,'  and  small  ownerships.  The  question  of 
allotments  sounds  simple  enough — so  many  men  so  many 
quarter  acres  or  roods  of  land — but  when  this  easy  programme 
is  tested,  the  difficulties  of  carrying  it  out  are  found  to  be 
great.  The  number  already  existing  is  extremely  large,  few 
realise  how  large.  On  the  Duke  of  Rutland's  property  only 
there  are  630,  and  many  other  great  estates  show  a  propor- 
tional number  ;  but  the  accounts  from  different  districts  differ 
extremely  as  to  the  value  in  which  they  are  held  and  the  yield 
obtained  from  them  by  the  labourers.  In  many  cases  a  num- 
ber of  the  plots  lapse  into  one  active  man's  possession,  some- 
times being  laid  down  in  grass.  In  this  there  is  no  harm,  but 
still  it  proves  that  the  supply  in  such  places  is  greater  than  the 
demand.  In  some  instances  it  has  been  proposed  to  cut  up 
land  belonging  to  the  poor,  and  not  a  single  applicant  has 
appeared.  In  others  many  plots  lie  foul  Avitli  weeds,  half 
cultivated  or  vacant.  As  far  as  it  is  possible  to  generalise  on 
so  wide  and  difficult  a  subject,  allotments  fail  to  succeed  if  ever 
so  little  removed  from  the  cottages,  and  labourers  prefer  a  large 
garden  close  at  home  (of  which  there  are  great  numbers)  if  they 
can  get  it.  As  the  main  object  is  to  utilise  odd  moments  of 
leisure  and  the  work  of  wife  and  children,  the  nearness  of  the 
land  appears  to  be  a  sine  qua  noii.  As  the  profit  to  the  labourer 
is  said  by  the  best  friends  of  allotments  to  be  only  3?.  lOs.  or  U. 
an  acre,  while  that  of  the  fanner  is  from  71.  to  8^.,  and  as  the 
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cost  of  digging  an  acre  eleven  inches  deep  is  about  5Z.  and  it 
can  be  done  by  the  steam  plough  for  eleven  shillings  by  con- 
tract, the  country  could  not  afford  an  unlimited  development 
of  such  costly  production. 

With  regard  to  co-operative  farming  there  is  not  ex- 
perience enough  as  yet  to  estimate  its  merits,  the  system  is 
still  on  its  trial  ;  but  the  experiment  is  well  worth  trying. 
Its  success  would  probably  depend  upon  the  energy  and 
good  judgment  of  the  manager,  who  must  really  be  re- 
sponsible for  it,  and  who  could  obtain  the  confidence  and 
assistance  of  the  men  under  him.  In  such  an  enterprise 
there  can  be  but  one  head,  twenty  cooks  would  spoil  any  broth; 
the  labourers  can  be  little  else  than  sleeping  partners,  putting 
in  their  small  capital  and  their  work  ;  this  work  would,  how- 
ever, be  more  heartily  and  readily  given,  and  it  would  be  the 
interest  of  every  workman  to  use  the  materials  employed  on 
the  farm  to  the  best  advantage.  Co-operation  has  succeeded 
hitherto  in  distributive  rather  than  in  productive  enterprises, 
time  and  experience  only  can  settle  whether  agriculture  is  an 
exception.  In  a  small  way,  the  cow-runs  allowed  by  the  farmer 
to  his  labourers,  as  is  common  in  Wales,  gives  the  cow  advan- 
tages of  change  of  pasture  which  she  could  not  have  in  the 
labourer's  separate  three  acres  or  so.  In  a  large  park  in 
Derbyshire,  the  cows  of  the  village  are  all  '  ajoisted,'  and  the 
women  may  be  seen  with  their  pails  and  stools,  each  milking 
her  own  cow  of  an  evening,  much  to  her  own  satisfaction. 

Several  instances  of  possible  co-operation  are  mentioned  by 
M.  Lafargue.  Little  agricultural  societies  such  as  milk-factories, 
where  the  milk  is  brought  in  by  the  small  farmers  and  made  into 
butter  at  a  central  depot,  and  corn  mills.  He  also  suggests 
that  the  communal  authorities  should  have  power  to  lend 
money,  to  keep  the  people  out  of  the  hands  of  the  money- 
lenders. Such  loan  societies  as  those  of  Schultze-Delitzsch,  in 
Germany,  Northern  Italy,  Sweden,  and  other  countries,  are 
taking  up  the  same  idea.  These  are  instances  where  indirect 
co-operation  may  be  of  great  use- 

The  small  ownerships  now  proposed  to  be  encouraged  by 
the  State  action,  are  an  attempt  to  restore  the  old  yeomen  and 
statesmen  of  the  past.  They  have  vanished  because  the  condi 
tions  of  the  world  no  longer  admit  of  their  gaining  a  living 
out  of  the  land  alone.  M.  de  Lavergne  says  : — 'It  must  not  be 
supposed  that  any  revolution  has  destroyed  them;  they  have  sold 
their  property  and  become  tenant-farmers,  because  they  have 
discovered  that  they  could  turn  their  capital  to  more  profit  by 
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doing  so.  A  time  will  come  when  a  good  many  small  French 
proprietors  will  make  the  same  discovery,  as  capital  invested 
in  land  returns  at  most  2  or  3  per  cent.,  and  when  invested  in 
farming,  if  judiciously  employed,  should  bring  from  eight  to  ten.'  ^ 

This  experiment  of  subdivision  has,  in  fact,  been  already 
tried  in  Ireland.  The  Registrar- General  of  Ireland  declared 
that  there  were  at  the  last  census  150,000  holdings  so  small 
that  it  was  impossible  for  the  occupiers  to  live  upon  them.  \ 
The  cost  of  these  small  farms,  of  the  iietite  culture  in 
Belgium,  worked  solely  by  hand-labour,  is  found  to  be  more 
than  double  that  of  agriculture  on  a  large  scale,  with  improved 
implements.  Mr.  Chadwick  says  that,  while  in  the  Poor  Law 
Administration,  he  passed  sales  of  parish  property  three 
quarters  of  a  million  sterling  in  value,  chiefly  of  plots  which 
cottier- owners  had  given  up  to  the  parish  to  entitle  them  to  relief. 

The  shareholders  on  four  estates,  bought  and  divided  by 
Feargus  O'Connor,  have  all  come  to  grief.  Various  reasons 
are  given  for  the  failure,  but  of  the  fact  there  seems  no 
doubt ;  one  only,  so  near  Birmingham  as  to  count  as  a  market 
garden,  has  been  enabled  to  get  on  :  the  plots  grow  straw- 
berries for  the  town  market. 

A  small  property  of  200  acres  near  the  New  Forest  was 
cut  up  into  'bits  of  from  20  to  30  acres.  These  are  almost  all 
mortgaged,  and  the  interest  of  the  money  represents  a  fair 
rent ;  the  dwelling-houses  are  badly  built,  comfortless-looking 
places  put  up  by  the  owners,  and  the  sheds  for  the  cattle,  &c. 
are  of  the  most  wretched  description.  About  five  or  six  of 
the  number  have  done  well  by  growing  strawberries  for  the 
Southampton  market  (fruit  again).  The  properties  have  almost 
all  changed  hands,  the  first  owners  having  failed. 

That  certain  conditions  of  climate,  soil,  or  nearness  to  great 
towns,  will  enable  a  cottier-owner  to  succeed,  there  is  no  doubt. 
Intelligence,  industry,  and  good  conduct  will  do  well,  Avhatever 
be  the  business  a  man  possessing  them  chooses  to  undertake  ; 
that  such  men  should  have  every  facility  given  them  to  acquire 
pieces  of  ground  of  any  size  they  please,  by  making  the  transfer 
of  land  as  easy  and  simple  as  possible — free  trade,  in  short,  in 
land — is  evidently  a  right  and  a  necessity  now  acknowledged 
by  all.  But  the  question  is  about  average  labourers  with  only 
an  ordinary  amount  of  these  qualities,  and  these  must  always 
be  in  a  large  majority.  If  a  man  buys  because  he  has  saved 
the  money,  and  thinks  it  for  his  advantage,  he  himself  gives  a 
pledge  for  his  fitness,  and  all  is  well,  but  to  propose  by 
legislative  enactments  to  cut  up  property  artificially,  to  force 
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an  owner  to  sell,  and  for  the  State  to  settle  the  price  for  him 
by  some  external  authority,  and  even  to  offer  to  lend  him  the 
money  to  buy,  is  quite  a  different  thing.  Even  at  the  present 
moment  there  is  no  lack  of  small  properties  to  be  sold,  as  may 
be  seen  by  the  announcements  on  the  walls  of  almost  every 
village  in  England.  It  is  purchasers  who  are  now  not  to  be 
found.  The  sum  total  of  properties  advertised  by  the  '  Times ' 
in  one  day  lately  was  found  to  exceed  160,000  acres  ;  the  sale  of 
the  glebe  lands  now  proposed  would  increase  this  already  large 
quantity  enormously.  Can  it  be  disposed  of  at  any  fair  value 
when  the  price  of  land  has  gone  and  is  going  down  so  greatly  ? 

At  the  French  E^e volution  of  1790,  the  whole  property  of 
the  Church  was  confiscated  and  offered  for  sale,  as  well  as  the 
lands  of  all  those  who  had  emigrated,  or  who  had  been  trans- 
ported, or  beheaded  by  the  revolutionary  tribunals.^  These 
forfeitures  nearly  equalled  the  ecclesiastical  property  in  value, 
and  with  the  Crown  lands,  which  were  also  taken,  a  third  of 
the  kingdom  was  thrown  on  the  market,  and  land  became  a  drug. 
More  than  half  of  the  properties  could  not  be  sold,  often  only 
the  best  pieces  which  were  picked  out  by  the  peasants. 

It  is  at  this  moment,  when  of  the  three  orders  in  England 
connected  vv^ith  the  land,  the  landlord,  the  farmer,  and  the  la- 
bourer, the  last  is  the  only  one  who  has  prospered  in  the  present 
agricultural  crisis,  and  he  is  proportionally  the  best  doing  of 
the  three,  that  it  is  proposed  to  restore  artificially  a  state  of 
things  which  has  died  out  to  so  great  a  degree  by  the  natural 
course  of  events.  It  is  curious  that  one  of  the  demands  for 
change — that  of  fixity  of  tenure — is  the  one  point  upon  which 
the  subdivision  of  property  particularly  fails  in  the  large  sense, 
as  may  be  seen  in  the  experience  of  both  France  and  Germany. 
One  of  the  best  of  French  economists  talks  of  the  '  va  et  vient,' 
and  the  ^  mutation  perpetuelle '  of  the  small  properties,  the 
cutting  up  at  a  death,  or  a  marriage,  the  addition  of  little  pieces 
of  land,  hardly  ever  adjacent  to  each  other,  which  prevent 
the  continuity  necessary  for  carrying  out  any  improvements 
in  agriculture  ;  and  as  to  habitations,  the  last  thing  on  which  a 
peasant  spends  any  money  is  his  house.  The  tenures  of  the  little 
farms  and  cottages  are  far  more  often  '  fixed.'    A  cottager  at 

C  asked  his  landlord  last  month  not  to  move  him,  even 

into  a  better  house :  '  Me  and  mine  have  been  here  for  a  hundred 
and  twenty  years.'  '  How  long  has  your  family  held  tliat 
cottage,  John  ? '    '  Grandfather,  father,  and  son,  near  upon  a 

1  Some  of  these  were  very  small  owners,  f.nd  mere  peasants,  as  appears  by 
the  indemnities  paid  in  1825. 
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hundred  years  ; '  two  others  talked  of  tenancies  of  66  years. 
Indeed,  there  would  have  been  many  more  in  this  village,  but 
that  a  number  of  the  cottages  being  very  old  they  had  been 
pulled  down  and  others  built  in  their  stead,  and  though  the 
old  inhabitants  continued,  there  was  *  a  solution  of  continuity  ' 
in  the  holdings.  The  little  '  take  '  first  described  has  a  pedigree 
of  above  ninety  years.  ^  One  of  tlie  large  farms  has  Ijeen  held 
from  father  to  son  without  a  lease  for  200  years. 

The  outcry  of  late  about  the  state  of  the  English  laljourers 
represents  them  as  worse  off  than  any  foreign  agricultural  class, 
by  that  curious  English  propensity  for  running  down  our  own 
country  which  does  us  so  much  mischief  abroad,  where  our  state- 
ments against  ourselves  are  believed  literally.  (On  the  other 
hand,  however,  this  dissatisfaction  Avith  ourselves  may  be  said 
to  be  the  source  of  much  of  our  progress  of  all  kinds.)  The 
opinion  of  French  and  German  economists  is  different.  '  The 
English  labourer  is  far  better  off  in  food,  clothing,  &c.,  than 
the  peasant  owners  of  France,  Belgium  or  Germany,'  is  the 
testimony  of  de  Lavergne,  Professor  Yoelcher,  Leconteux,  &c. 

The  extremely  fiery  commiseration  expressed  by  the  town 
for  the  country  labourer  somewhat  astonishes  men  who  have 
had  experience  of  the  dwellings  and  lives  of  both  conditions  of 
men.  Cottage  dwellers  have  almost  universally  two  rooms  at 
least  (one  indeed  is  almost  unheard  of),^  while  the  one-roomed 
lodgers  in  towns,  who  are  sometimes  even  more  crowded,  are 
extremely  numerous.  The  bit  of  garden  which  is  rarely  want- 
ing gives  the  vegetable  variety  so  important  in  sanitary  eco- 
nomy, the  space  about  house  and  outhouse,  &c.,  affords  room 
for  children  to  play,  for  washing  purposes,  and  all  odds  and 
ends  of  work,  are  of  themselves  luxuries  compared  to  the 
crowded  alleys  of  a  large  town.  The  town  is  more  amusing^ 
but  even  if  the  wages  are  higher  so  are  rents,  and  work  is  also 
more  uncertain  than  in  the  country.  It  seems  strange  that 
the  tide  of  compassion  should  set  all  in  one  direction,  for  it  is 
not  as  if  the  question  at  present  was  as  to  the  general  housing 

1  In  Wales  long  tenures  are  the  rule,  not  the  exception. 

^  It  is  Wfll  known  that  the  worst  cottages  are  those  built  by  squatters  on 
land  filched  from  the  sides  of  the  roads.  In  times  not  long  back,  roads  were 
mere  tracks  across  liclds,  and  in  clay  soils,  heavy  carts  in  winter  soon  made  them 
into  almost  impnssable  quagmires;  it  was  therefore  necessary  to  have  a  large 
margin  Avlierc  the  traffic  had  to  pick  their  way  from  one  side  to  the  other.  Even 
where  the  roads  were  hedged  in,  the  width  was  sometimes  necessarily  as  much 
as  100  ynriK\  Wlien  the  roads  were  metalled,  this  immense  width  becani'^,  use- 
less, and  was  fr>  qucntly  taken  possession  of  by  squatters  paying  nothing  to  the 
owners  of  the  ailjoiniug  fiolds.  to  Avliich  the  land  had  always  belonged,  and  who 
often  have  lia  1  to  buy  bacl;  their  own  land  which  had  lapsed  from  neglect. 


168 


PEASANT  PROPERTIES,  ALLOTMENTS^ 


of  the  poor  everywhere,  in  all  conditions,  but  only  of  the 
cottage  dwellers. 

In  the  questions  of  the  comparative  comfort  and  well-being 
of  those  who  own  and  those  who  hire  small  parcels  of  land, 
peasant  proprietors  and  tiny  farmers,  it  is  only  by  an  accumu- 
lation of  evidence  concerning  petty  details  in  a  great  number 
of  instances,  in  a  great  variety  of  circumstances,  that  there  is 
any  chance  of  reaching  the  facts.  Generalisations,  such  as  are 
uttered  in  speeches  and  books  by  men  who  have  hardly  been 
within  a  cottage  door  in  their  lives,  do  not  help. 

The  difficulty  of  getting  at  the  truth,  relatively  as  well  as 
positively,  is  extremely  great  in  all  countries.  What  is  called 
comfort  abroad  would  be  considered  misery  in  England.  The 
standard  of  living  is  much  higher,  as  are  the  wages,  with  us. 
Moreover,  no  man  likes  to  give  the  secret  details  of  his  private 
money  affairs  to  a  mere  stranger  in  any  rank  of  life,  and  unless 
the  inquirer  is  extremely  cautious,  insinuating,  and  indefatig- 
able, he  may  make  up  his  mind  that  not  only  has  he  not  ob- 
tained the  whole  truth,  but  that  the  facts  he  has  succeeded  in 
abstracting  are  often  in  themselves  misleading.  As,  for  in- 
stance, a  man  in  the  South  of  England  declares,  honestly,  that 
his  wages  are  twelve  or  fourteen  shillings  a  week,  but  he  does 
not  mention  that  there  are  each  year  what  are  locally  called  in 
the  county,  '  the  four  harvests  ' — i.e.  '  the  rining,'  stripping  off 
the  oak  bark  for  tanning  (when  thirty  shillings  a  week  may  be 
earned),  the  usual  hay  and  corn  harvests,  and,  fourthly,  the 
collecting  of  acorns  and  beechmast  for  the  pigs  in  autumn,  when 
even  children  can  earn  two  shillings  and  sixpence  or  three 
shillings  a  week,  in  the  few  hours  after  school. 

When  the  results  of  such  'winnings^  are  added  up,  the 
ordinary  week's  wage  will  be  seen  to  form  only  a  part  of  the 
year's  earnings  ;  to  such  a  point  that  a  man  with  a  nominal 
twelve  shillings  a  week  declined  to  take  sixteen  if  he  was  to  be 
cut  off  from  these  extras  ;  'it  was  not  worth  his  while.'  In 
some  counties  the  hops,  in  others  the  cider  orchards,  or  the 
gathering  of  seaweed,  afford  the  same  kind  of  advantage. 
In  the  counties  north  of  Trent  the  wages  now  for  agricultural 
labourers  are  about  seventeen  to  twenty  shillings  and  above. 

'  An  ounce  of  practice  is  worth  a  pound  of  theory,'  and 
the  experience  of  dwellers  on  the  soil,  to  the  manner  born, 
is  here  given,  who  can  supplement  by  their  own  knowledge 
the  direct  information  derived  from  that  shy,  wary,  by  no 
means  unintelligent  man,  the  English  labourer,  who  is  shrewd 
enough  to  bamboozle  many  a  clever  literary  man,  who  inquires 
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without  having  the  necessary  side  lights  to  enahle  him  to  test 
the  accuracy  of  the  answers  which  he  receives. 

To  begin  with  a  southern  county,  where  ^  little  takes/  as 
the  small  farms  are  called,  are  not  at  all  uncommon  (the  very 
fact,  indeed,  of  their  having  a  recognised  name  shows  that  they 
have  a  standing).  '  They  should  not  be  so  large,'  says  an  ex 
cellent  local  authority,  ^  as  to  induce  the  family  to  try  an 
depend  on  their  produce.  The  man  must  go  out  to  day 
labour,  or  have  some  small  trade  as  the  backbone  of  the 
support  of  his  family.  He  and  they  may  then  cultivate 
perhaps  ten  acres  of  poor  land,  or  seven  or  eight  of  richer  soil, 
to  profit,  if  his  landlord  will  provide  and  repair  the  little  build- 
ings required.  These,  however,  are  much  more  expensive  to 
build  and  keep  up  for  a  number  of  small  farms  than  for  one 
large  one,  and  the  rent  must  be  higher  in  consequence  to  pay 
for  them,'  which  seems  to  be  forgotten  by  the  designers  of 
paper  agricultural  improvements.  But,  if  the  saving  labourer 
is  satisfied  with  a  smaller  plot,  an  allotment  of,  say,  half  or 
three-quarters  of  an  acre  (and  almost  every  one  on  the  estate 
in-  question  has  one)  only  an  outhouse  and  pig-sty  would  be 
required  at  the  cottage. 

Here  are  the  particulars  of  a  little  '  take  '  of  the  most 
primitive  order  as  a  specimen.  It  consists  of  about  four  and  a 
half  acres  lying  on  a  steep,  wild,  sandy  hill- side,  covered  with 
fir-trees,  hollies,  and  heather,  the  copse  running  above  and 
around  it,  a  stream  flowing  at  the  foot  of  the  orchard,  where 
the  land  is  better.  The  old  people  who  hold  it,  as  their  fathers 
did  before  them,  are  both  above  seventy,  and  a  grandson  and 
granddaughter  supplement  the  failing  strength  of  the  ancients. 
The  thick  walls  of  the  house  are  of  mud,  which  has  an  evil 
name,  but,  as  the  dwellers  in  it  know,  are  warm  in  winter  and 
cool  in  summer,  and  the  same  good  word  may  be  said  for  the 
deep  thatch  of  the  roof.  An  old  yew,  trimmed  and  carved 
into  a  porch,  shelters  the  door,  and  a  row  of  single  tulips,  with 
some  orange  '  bloody  warriors  '  (wallflowers),  red  peonies,  and 
'  love  in  idles,'  as  the  old  woman  called  her  pansies,  fronts  the 
bee-hives — for  they  sell  honey — and  leads  up  to  the  house. 
'  But  where  is  the  passion-flower,  Ursely  [Ursula],  that  was  so 
beautiful  last  autumn  '  '  He  overblowed  hisself,  I  take  it,  and 
died  last  turn  ;  but  I've  set  a  slip,  and  he'll  be  fine  still  to-year.' 

A  large  old  fireplace  occupies  the  whole  of  one  side  of  the 
room,  with  a  deep  oven  in  one  corner,  which  was  just  disgorg- 
ing its  great  brown  loaves  and  a  pie  of  inviting  colour  as  we 
came  in.    The  floor  is  half  clay,  half  brick,  and  the  chickens 
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walk  in  and  out  at  their  ease,  and,  in  spite  of  their  mistresses 
conscientious  efforts,  could  not  be  made  to  understand  that 
'  manners  '  required  them  to  withdraw.  The  bedroom  was  on 
the  ground  floor,  but  on  that  sandy,  gravelly  soil  it  was  per- 
fectly dry,  roomy,  clean,  and  not  uncomfortable  ;  some  old 
black  oak  chests  and  drawers  stood  about,  and  a  dresser  with 
bits  of  blue  china.  The  official  description  is  '  A  small  garden, 
good  orchard,  about  an  acre  of  useful  grass-land,  the  remainder 
rough,  poor  ground.  They  have  two  cows,  a  breeding  sow, 
poultry,  bees,  a  pony.  Yery  respectable  and  comfortably  off ; 
deal  in  butter,  eggs,  fruit,  and  chickens  ;  carry  their  produce, 
which  they  take  in  their  cart  to  market  at  a  little  town  near, 
and  buy  from  other  cottages.  Rent  8^.  a  year  ;  the  landlord 
pays  the  tithe.'  The  old  gnarled  apple-trees  and  the  tall 
'  merries '  (the  French  meHse),  the  small  black  cherry  of  the 
county,  were  covered  with  bloom  as  we  waded  among  the  thick 
grass  where  a  *  cauf  '  was  tethered.  '  I  were  just  a  thinken, 
squire,  as  I'd  ax  ye  whether  the  big  tree  yonder  mid  not  come 
down,'  said  the  old  man,  looking  up  from  ^  fettling  the  pig,' 
with  a  hearty  welcome,  but  not  unmindful  of  the  main  chance. 
The  poor  squire  made  a  wry  face — it  was  the  finest  oak  in  the 
hanging  wood  above  the  hill,  but  he  compounded  for  a  couple 
of  '  ashen  '  trees  lower  down  the  '  archat,'  and  we  came  away 
through  the  bare  field  where  the  pony  picked  up  a  scanty  liv- 
ing, helping  himself  with  a  fringe  of  golden  broom,  and 
bracken,  and  foxgloves  among  the  hollies,  and  snatching  at  the 
tall  May  in  full  flower  hanging  over  the  gate. 

ISTo.  2  lies  about  half  a  mile  off,  up  the  wood  track  through 
the  copse,  and  on  the  road,  a  bettermost  sort  of  cottage,  with 
house-place  and  back  kitchen,  and  good  bedrooms  upstairs,  a 
good  orchard  and  garden,  a  carpenter's  yard  and  workshops, 
with  some  great  rhododendron  bushes  and  Portugal  laurels 
mixed  up  with  the  planks  and  woodyards — about  an  acre  and  a 
half.  The  tenant,  a  carpenter  and  wheelwright,  gets  plenty  of 
work  even  in  this  lonely  spot,  but  it  is  not  two  miles  from  a 
small  town.  '  A  very  respectable  man,  but  badly  off,  because 
he  has  striven  to  undertake  contract  work  for  which  he  had 
not  experience  enow.  His  carpenter's  bench  and  tools  had 
been  sold  up,  but  the  landlord  has  bought  them  in,  and  charges 
a  few  shillings  yearly  for  their  use  ;  has  only  a  pig  and  poultry, 
and  rather  neglects  his  land.  Rent  10^.  10s,  a  year.'  Five 
children,  flowers  all  over  the  house  and  in  front,  a  charming 
little  home. 

No.  3.  Another  quarter  of  a  mile  away  in  the  green  lane 
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lies  another  very  comfortable  cottage.  Two  rooms  and  hack 
kitchen  below,  three  good  bedrooms  above,  a  large  orchard,  grass- 
land, vegetable  garden,  three  acres,  little  Imrn,  cowshed,  pony- 
stall,  pig-sty,  wood  hovel.  One  cow,  pony,  and  pigs  ;  man  and 
wife  very  industrious,  the  land  kept  in  good  condition  ;  ho 
attends  the  local  market  as  a  pig- dealer,  has  a  fair  connection, 
and  makes  a  good  living.  Kent  121.  a  year.  Tithes  paid  l)y 
landlord.  A  garden  round  the  house,  with  great  red  and  lilac 
rhododendrons,  laburnums,  and  flowers  ;  they  have  brought  up 
seven  children  admirably,  who  are  in  good  places,  excepting  the 
two  youngest,  who  are  at  school. 

We  so  often  hear  of  the  superior  manners  of  the  French 
peasant,  that  having  lived  among  a  similar  population  all  our 
lives,  I  cannot  help  bearing  witness  that  in  no  class  and  no 
country  have  we  known  manners  more  perfect  than  among 
many  of  the  inhabitants  of  old  English  cottages,  especially  of 
the  women,  who  are  the  chief  agents  in  those  marvellous 
calculations  of  order  and  economy,  by  which  so  much  comfort 
and  health  are  evolved  from  such  small  means.  Self-respecting 
and  respecting  their  guests,  dignified,  courteous,  considerate 
for  others  (the  truest  criterion),  with  none  of  thej  uneasy  effort 
to  be  or  to  say  anything  but  what  is  perfectly  natural  (often 
seen  among  those  who  consider  themselves  their  superiors), 
some  of  the  truest  ladies  and  gentlemen  in  the  world  are  to 
be  found  among  them,  dwellers  in  small  English  country 
homes.  And 

Manners  are  not  idle,  but  the  fruit 
Of  loyal  nature,  and  of  healthy  mind. 

A  mile  or  so  farther,  on  the  same  estate,  there  is  a  little 
hamlet  of  seven  or  eight  cottages,  each  with  a  small  '  take '  of 
from  five  to  fifteen  acres. 

The  owners  go  out  to  work,  and  earn  their  living  partly  by 
buying  underwood  and  making  what  are  called  match-faggots 
(neat  little  bundles  of  kindling  wood),  a  manufacture  which  is 
chiefly  carried  on  under  an  open  shed  by  the  women  and  boys. 
There  is  a  large  sale  for  these  in  the  neighbouring  town,  and 
they  send  in  butter,  eggs,  poultry,  and  vegetables,  which  are 
collected  by  little  '  higglers.'  *  These  small  tenants  have  stood 
the  bad  times  better  than  the  bigger  ones.  They  have  indeed 
scarcely  felt  them  at  all,  as  their  produce  has  been  selling  well, 
and  most  of  the  farm  work  is  done  by  the  tenant,  his  wife, 
and  children,  so  that  they  have  not  felt  the  rise  in  the  price 
of  labour.  They  have  always  been  ready  with  their  rents, 
there  has  been  no  abatement  asked,  and  there  are  plenty  of 
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applicants  for  the  lioldings,  while  the  large  tenants  have  had 
a  reduction  of  from  ten  to  fifteen  per  cent.  Small  corn  farms, 
however,  would  not  pay  ;  the  labour  would  be  much  higher 
than  on  the  large  farms,  where  horses  are  kept  and  machinery 
can  be  used.  The  rents,  however,  require  to  be  quite  thirty 
per  cent,  higher  than  in  the  large  farms,  to  allow  for  the 
interest  on  outlay  for  buildings  and  repairs,  always  done  by  the 
landlord.  Kentish  cob-nuts  have  been  planted,  intermixed 
with  standard  fruit  trees  and  gooseberries,  and  by  gathering 
them  young  they  avoid  being  troubled  with  birds.    A  jam 

factory  has  been  started  on  a  small  scale  at  E.  ,  in  which 

jams  and  jellies  are  made  by  steam,  and  where  some  tons  of 
apple  jelly  were  manufactured  last  year.' 

In  the  north,  upon  an  estate  belonging  to  the  same  land- 
lord, there  are  twenty-five  small  holdings  under  twenty  acres, 
besides  numerous  allotments. 

'No.  1  has  sixteen  acres  or  more,  nearly  all  grass,  keeps 
three  cows  and  a  heifer,  and  one  horse,  has  ample  outbuildings 
(stone),  and  manages  his  land  very  well  ;  fills  up  his  time  with 
market  gardening.     He  lives  'near  a  colliery.    '  That's  a  good 

bit  of  cabbage,  S  '  Aye,  is  it,  and  a  good  bit  o' 

manure  I  giv  un.  The  land's  the  most  grateful  thing  as  is — 
if  you  put  a  good  coat  on  it,  it'll  put  a  good  coat  on  you.' 
Rent  33^. 

'  No.  2  lives  in  a  good  house  in  the  small  village,  and  has 
more  outbuildings  than  are  required  for  six  and  a  half  acres  ; 
he  keeps  four  cows  and  one  or  two  calves,  is  a  woodman,  and 
works  away  three-quarters  of  his  time  in  the  woods.  He 
manages  his  land  well.    All  grass.' 

No.  3  is  an  old  tailor,  has  three  and  a  half  acres,  keeps  a 
cow  and  a  donkey,  manages  his  land  well,  has  outbuildings  for 
more  cattle. 

'  These  small  holdings  are  the  best  managed  and  the  most 
productive  of  any  part  of  the  estate  ;  the  tenants  are  all  working 
men  who  are  away  from  the  land  nearly  all  their  time,  the  wife 
and  family  look  after  the  cattle  ;  but  to  succeed  the  land  must 
be  grass.  To  grow  corn,  there  must  be  land  enough  to  employ 
two  or  more  horses ;  it  does  not  answer  to  hire  them.  The 
small  farmers  have  stood  the  bad  times  mostly  the  best  and 
have  paid  their  rents.  The  difficulty  in  dividing  large  farms  is 
the  great  outlay  in  erecting  houses  and  outbuildings,  and  in 
repairs.  On  this  estate  there  is  a  separate  charge  for  them  of 
bl.  or  71.  a  year  in  addition  to  the  land.' 

In  the  neighbourhood  of  several  great  towns  in  Lancashire 
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which  lie  close  together,  Rochdale,  Oldham,  &c.  little  ^  takes  ' 
abound,  of  from  six  acres  upwards.  These  consist  entirely  of 
meadow  and  pasture  land,  one  cow  to  three  acres  is  considered 
about  the  average.  The  occupiers  sell  dairy  produce,  poultry, 
eggs,  bacon,  for  which  there  is  always  a  demand  in  the  towns. 
They  generally  possess  a  horse  and  cart  with  which  they  take  in 
the  milk,  &c.  and  deliver  it  from  house  to  house  every  morning, 
filling  up  their  time  with  a  little  carrier  business  and  other  odd 
jobs. 

The  houses  are  good,  comfortable  and  clean,  the  housewives 
have  a  pride  in  '  swilling  down '  the  stone  floor,  and  whitening 
the  steps  at  the  door,  and  with  a  clean  apron  and  a  shawl  over 
their  heads  look  very  purpose-like.  The  climate  is  rugged  and 
the  gardens  are  not  a  strong  point ;  the  rent  of  the  land  is  from 
two  pounds  to  fifty  shillings  an  acre,  but  the  houses  are  extra 
and  pay  from  10/.  to  121.  a  year. 

That  it  is  the  vicinity  to  the  borough  that  makes  them 
succeed,  would  appear  from  the  fact  that  the  farms  near  the 
moors  are  unlet,  and  tenants  difiicult  to  get.  Although  milk 
and  butter  are  considerably  higher  in  price  than  30  or  40  years 
ago,  the  rents  of  the  farms  have  not  only  not  increased,  but 
the  landlord  is  receiving  an  average  of  20  per  cent,  less  ;  the 
rates  in  the  borough  (which  have  risen),  and  the  taxes  are 
paid  by  him.  It  is  clear  that  here  at  least  it  is  not  the  land- 
lord that  has  profited  by  the  rise  of  prices. 

An  account  has  just  been  published  of  Lord  Toll  em  ache's 
efforts  in  this  direction.  His  estates  in  Cheshire  consist  of 
about  26,000  acres.  He  has  forty  farms  of  between  fifteen  and 
forty  acres,  and  270  cottages  with  three  acres  each  of  pasture 
land.  The  cottages  are  generally  near  the  farms  where  the 
labourers  work,  which  saves  them  the  wearisome  journey  to 
and  fro,  but  has  the  disadvantage  of  entailing  much  additional 
walking  for  the  children  to  the  school,  and  the  wife  to  the  shop 
and  church.  One  acre  is  set  apart  for  haymaking,  a  quarter 
acre  for  potatoes,  cabbages,  turnips,  and  grain,  the  rest  in 
pasture.  The  occupants  all  have  cows  and  sell  butter,  which 
is  collected  by  the  small  dealers.  To  provide  against  the  loss 
of  a  milker  a  cow  club  has  been  established. 

Cheese  is  made  on  the  estate.  The  rents  are  from  10/.  to 
111.  Chester  is  within  an  easy  distance,  and  Liverpool  not 
beyond  range,  so  that  the  produce  can  be  disposed  of  easily, 
which  is  a  sine  qud  yion  for  the  little  patches.  Corn  growing 
does  not  answer  except  on  so  small  a  space  that  spade  cultiva- 
tioiL,  is  possible.     These   small   farms  are  not  uncommon. 
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On  the  Belvoir  estate  there  are  337  farms  under  twenty 
acres. 

The  German  and  French  authorities  agree  with  the  English 
that  wheat  can  only  be  grown  with  advantage  upon  large  farms. 
'It  would  be  quite  unendurable  for  Europe  to  be  entirely 
dependent  for  the  staff  of  life  upon  the  harvests  of  the  New 
World,  which  may  fail,  and  an  adequate  proportion  should 
always  be  grown  at  home.  Large  farms  and  properties  are 
therefore  necessary  to  produce  the  food  of  the  nation,'  says  the 
German  report. 

The  difficulties  connected  with  the  management  of  land  are 
so  great  that  to  those  conversant  with  it,  it  is  strange  to  hear 
that  a  landowner  is  supposed  to  get  his  rents  with  no  trouble 
or  expense  to  himself,  and  that  an  '  unearned  increment '  is  a 
common  feature  in  estate  budget.  Take  a  by  no  means  un- 
common instance.  The  owner  has  had  his  property  above  50 
years,  during  that  time  there  has  been  an  expenditure  of 
between  40,000^.  and  50,000^.  on  permanent  improvements, 
draining,  cottages,  farm -buildings  and  houses ;  besides  the 
ordinary  yearly  expenses  for  keeping  up  the  estate.  During 
the  good  years  part  of  the  interest  of  money  borrowed  for 
draining,  &c.  was  paid  by  the  farmers.^  This  of  course  has 
lapsed  entirely,  with  much  else,  during  the  last  dozen  years  of 
diminished  rents.  With  regard  to  the  cottages,  53  new^  and 
good  ones  have  been  built,  almost  all  in  the  place  of  old  houses 
in  bad  condition  ;  the  weekly  rent  of  these  is  one  shilling,  except 
for  some  dozen  exceptionally  good  ones,  which  pay  two  shillings. 
As  the  cottages  pulled  down  paid  a  shilling  there  is  absolutely 
no  return  for  the  cost  of  the  new  ones;  indeed  the  total  of  the 
cottier  rents  barely  keeps  the  estate  cottages  in  repair.  There 
has  been  no  extravagant  fancy  outlay,  all  that  has  been  done 
has  been  to  keep  good  labourers  properly  housed,  and  the  farms 
in  a  condition  to  be  worked  efficiently. 

There  is  no  other  business  where  45,000^.  could  not  have 
been  spent  to  greater  money  profit,  and  the  interests  and 
influence  incident  to  landed  property  alone  induce  men  to  be 
satisfied  with  such  pecuniary  results. 

There  is  room  in  the  economy  of  this  country  for  every 
kind  and  every  size  of  farms  and  ownerships.  Sir  James 
Caird  declares  that  the  number  of  small  properties  is  still  very 
large  in  England  ;  390,000  out  of  550,000  are  of  fifty  acres 

1  The  ill  Iciest  cliarged  by  Government  and  the  loan  societies  is  6f  per  cent, 
including  the  repayment  of  principal.  The  farmer  has  been  almost  universally 
charged  5/.  and  under  of  interest. 
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and  under,  and  every  effort  for  .simplifying  and  reducing  the 
cost  of  the  transfer  of  land  should  be  made  ;  which,  it  must  he 
remembered,  will  benefit  sellers  and  l)uyers  alike. ' 

In  England  the  interest  of  money  spent  in  buying  land  is 
so  low — two  and  a  half  or  three  per  cent,  only  when  the  build- 
ings and  repairs  necessary  are  included — that  a  poor  man  can- 
not afford  it ;  it  is  a  luxury.  Sir  James  Caird  says  that  '  the 
farmer  has,  in  fact,  the  use  of  his  landlord's  capital  at  very 
low  interest,  while  employing  his  own  in  a  more  remunerative 
way/  Two  typical  instances  may  be  mentioned.  A  'very 
striving  man,^  who  grew  straAvberries  about  fifteen  miles  from 
London,  hired  the  ground  from  a  neighbouring  landlord. 
'Why  don't  you  buy  land  for  yourself  T  he  was  asked.  'T 
can't  afford  it.  I  want  my  capital  to  cultivate  my  fruit, 
whereby  it  brings  in  much  more  interest  for  my  money  than 
the  rent  costs  me.  I  can't  sink  my  money  in  the  land.' 
Secondly,  a  little  owner  of  200  acres,  who  was  out-at-elbows 
in  every  way,  sold  his  property  to  a  neighbour  who  had 
made  a  fortune  in  the  north.  He  now  farms  what  was 
once  his  own  with  the  money  he  received,  and  is  most  pros- 
perous.^ 

'  Little  takes  '  are  not  a  heroic  remedy  for  the  many  agri- 
cultural evils  which  beset  our  country,  in  common  with  the  rest 
of  Europe,  but  they  have  been  so  successful  that  it  is  to  be 
hoped  they  may  be  more  generally  tried,  where  it  is  practicable, 
and  thus  afford  more  openings  for  the  saving  industrious 
labourer  to  rise  in  the  world. 

How  can  the  system  of  peasant  properties  be  supposed  to 
be  a  success,  when  the  number  of  peasant  heads  of  families  in 
Prussia  exempted  from  direct  taxation,  because  they  earn  less 
than  25Z.  a  year,  about  9^.  Id.  a  week,  was  83  per  cent,  in 
1882,  upwards  '  of  7,000,000,  according  to  Dr.  Geffachen, 
and  the  numbers  increase  every  year.'  While  in  France, 
Leconteux,  Professor  of  Pural  Economy  at  the  Institute,  says, 
'  of  the  8,000,000  proprietors  in  France,  3,000,000  are  on 
the  pauper  roll,  and  therefore  exempt  from  personal  taxation. 

1  The  system  of  the  registration  of  titles  is  said  to  be  particularly  good  in 
Switzerland,  simple,  efficient,  and  cheap. 

^  M.  Laveleye  mentions  several  similar  instances. 

^  With  regard  to  the  cry,  almost  craze,  as  one  can  ouiv  call  it,  concerning 
three  acres  and  a  cow,  the  interest  of  the  money  borrowed  Avould  represent  a  fair 
rent,  and  not  even  socialistic  reformers  propose  to  pay  for  his  cow.  How  many 
workmen  would  be  able  to  provide  one  for  themselves  ?  Anyone  who  has  seen 
the  wretched  cattle  which  the  peasant  owners  in  France  and  Germany  can 
provide  only,  giving  hardly  any  milk,  will  not  consider  that  this  vrould  greatly 
benefit  the  condition  of  the  English  labourer. 
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Getting  rid  of  one  order  of  landlords  and  their  rents,  they 
have  subjected  themselves  to  another,  though  invisible  order — • 
the  mortgagees,  and  their  heavier  and  more  rigid  rents.' 

The  conditions  of  agriculture  have  as  entirely  changed  as 
all  the  other  material  arrangements  concerning  the  world ;  we 
cannot  go  back  to  processes  successful  in  an  earlier  stage  of 
civilisation— the  cultivator,  peasant  and  other,  has  to  contend 
with  the  enormous  supplies  of  the  New  World,  brought  to 
his  door  by  new  appliances  on  land  and  sea  ;  with  fields 
of  wheat  3,000  acres  in  extent  in  California,  and  farms  of 
25,000  acres,  where  the  latest  Americanism  says  that  a  furrow 
is  so  long  that  it  takes  a  whole  day  in  the  ploughing  !  with 
herds  of  cattle  in  the  ranches  of  l^Torth  and  the  plains  of 
South  America  ;  with  wool  and  frozen  meat  from  flocks  of 
30,000  sheep  in  Australia  ;  how  can  the  spade  and  the  tiny 
plough  fight  such  a  battle,  as  the  world  goes  on  ? 

Peasant  properties  may  be  said  to  have  been  on  their  trial 
during  the  present  agricultural  crisis  all  over  Europe,  and  the 
system  has  given  way  to  a  fearful  extent  everywhere,  accord- 
ing to  the  evidence  of  the  best  French  and  German  economists. 
The  amount  of  produce  obtained  from  them  agriculturally,  and 
the  comfort  and  civilization  morally,  are  equally  low,  with  rare 
exceptions  in  places  where  advc  ntages  of  climate,  of  markets, 
or  peculiar  circumstances  of  some  kind  give  a  success  not  to 
be  hoped  for  in  the  ordinary  agricultural  conditions  of  any 
country. 

'No  nation  can  afford  to  go  back.  '  It  is  like  a  return  to 
the  distaff  from  the  spinning  jenny '  when  one  reads  of  the 
wretched  cultivation  of  the  French  peasant,  who  crops  his  land 
with  a  succession  of  wheat,  oats,  and  fallow,  and  is  satisfied 
with  fifteen  bushels  instead  of  thirty-two  to  the  acre. 

The  true  remedy  for  our  present  depression,  and  for  the 
difficulties  under  which  agriculture  is  labouring,  is  to  go  for- 
ward and  not  back.  Farming  is  becoming  more  and  more  of  a 
manufacture  ;  and,  as  in  all  other  manufactures,  it  must  learn 
to  take  advantage  of  every  improvement  in  machinery  and 
every  scientific  discovery  in  chemistry.  Such  as  how  best  to 
restore  to  the  land  by  manure  what  is  taken  out  of  it  by  the 
crops,  and  the  saving  of  these  when  grown  by  such  inventions 
as  ensilage,  or  gas  for  working  the  steam -plough,  machines  ior 
draining,  &c. 

'  As  good  fish  remain  in  the  sea  as  ha.ve  ever  been  taken  out 
of  it,'  and  it  is  declared  by  experts  that  as  many  inventions 
remain  to  be  utilised  as  have  already  been  adopted.    It  must 
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be  remembered  that  improvements  o£  this  kind  give  the  wages 
of  skilled  labour  to  the  workman  in  the  fields  as  well  as  in  the 
factory.  His  wages  have  risen  and  are  rising,  his  food  and 
clothing  are  both  cheaper  than  of  old,  and  this  is  hardly  the  time 
to  propose  to  remedy  the  undoubted  evils  which  exist  amongst 
us  by  what  is  considered  by  foreign  economists  a  very  inferior 
condition. 

The  English  workman  is  the  best  of  his  class  in  Europe  at 
this  moment — he  is  better  both  in  physical  and  in  some  mental 
characteristics,  he  has  more  strength  and  more  perseverance. 
It  is  more  worth  while  to  pay  him  five  or  six  shillings  a  day 
in  the  riveting  of  steam  boilers  at  Ziirich  than  three  francs  to 
the  native  workman.  In  French  manufactories  the  hands 
only  do  in  twelve  hours  what  the  English  do  in  ten,  as  was  dis- 
covered in  discussions  concerning  Lord  Shaftesbury's  Ten  Hours' 
Bill  ;  the  English  navvy  is  worth  more  at  six  francs  a  day 
than  the  Frenchman  at  three,  as  is  found  in  Mr.  Brassey's 
railway  works.  At  present  he  is  free  to  take  his  labour 
wherever  it  is  best  paid,  at  home  or  abroad,  whereas  when 
tethered  to  a  house  and  a  morsel  of  ground  of  his  own,  which 
he  can  only  sell,  when  pressed,  at  a  loss,  he  would  be  practically 
immovable  when  bad  times  come,  and  work  fails  in  his  own 
neighbourhood. 

In  a  speech  made  at  Birmingham  on  November  9  the  condi- 
tion of  the  working  class  in  Germany  was  described  as  wretched  : 
'  The  weavers  in  Silesia  are  getting  six  shillings  a  week  for  work 
of  seventy-two  hours.  In  Crefeld,  a  great  centre  of  the  silk  in- 
dustry, wages  are  eight  shillings  a  week.  The  woollen  trade  is 
rather  better,  for  they  make  twelve  shillings.  .  .  .  The  average 
wages  of  30,000  carpenters  and  cabinet-makers  in  Germany  are 
from  eighteen  to  nineteen  shillings  a  week  of  seventy-two  hours, 
but  often  eighty-four,  as  they  work  on  Sunday.'  It  is  then  said 
that '  this  is  the  result  of  protection.'  No  doubt  protection  has 
much  to  answer  for  in  the  matter,  but  a  far  more  important 
reason  is  that  in  the  dead  level  of  excessive  subdivision  the 
peasant  proprietors  hardly  buy  anything  except  the  strict 
necessary,  and  how  strict  that  necessary  is  cannot  be  con- 
ceived by  any  who  have  not  studied  their  homes  and  habits  on 
the  spot.  No  one  has  any  money  ;  w^ages  are  hardly  part  of 
the  economy  of  the  class  ;  everything  is  grown  on  the  little 
properties  that  can  be  grown,  '  un  peu  de  tout,'  as  used  to  be 
said  to  us  in  France  also  ;  and  all  is  done  in  the  village  that 
can  be  done.  There  is  no  division  of  labour  whatever.  How 
can  the  weavers  expect  to  be  employed  when  the  one  wretched 
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gown  is  made  to  last  the  whole  year  ?  or  the  woollen  workers^ 
when  the  jacket  is  dropping  to  pieces  before  it  is  left  off? — 
bare-footed  children  do  not  encourage  the  leather  trade.  As 
to  cabinet-makers,  or  even  carpenters,  they  of  course  are  not 
employed  by  the  peasant  class,  the  most  numerous  in  the 
country.  '  Their  houses  are  the  last  things  upon  which  a 
peasant  spends  his  money.'  Peasant  properties  do  not  pro- 
mote trade.  ^ 

How  can  England  be  expected  to  benefit  by  the  change 
to  such  a  state  of  things  ? 

The  produce  on  such  extremely  small  areas  is  only  about 
15  bushels  an  acre,  as  it  was  in  England  in  the  days  of  Queen 
Anne.  An  enlargement  of  farms  took  place  with  us  after  this 
period,  and  in  the  time  of  Arthur  Young  the  yield  was  about 
20  bushels.  With  improved  agriculture  and  larger  farms,  the 
average  yield,  according  to  the  Mark  Lane  returns,  is  now 
about  32  bushels  ;  in  Scotland  it  has  advanced  to  40  ;  and 

this  year  at  C  a  produce  of  6  quarters,  48  bushels  an 

acre,  has  not  been  uncommon.  Mr.  J enkins  reports  that  the 
average  return  to  the  small  peasant  owner  in  France,  Belgium, 
and  Germany,  is  about  30L  a  year,  and  that  as  a  rule  he 
works  twice  as  hard  as  an  English  labourer,  and  for  half  the 
wages. 

In  our  northern  counties  the  wages  now  average  621.  a  year 
for  a  man,  121.  for  a  woman,  6^.  for  a  boy,  in  which  case  from 
70/.  to  80/.  go  into  the  cottage  of  the  wage-earner  ;  fifteen  or 
sixteen  shillings  in  the  midland  counties,  where  three  shillings 
and  upwards  are  earned  by  good  drainers  at  piecework  this 
winter,  and  even  the  twelve  shillings  a  week  further  south,  in 
addition  to  harvest  wages,  would  still  ensure  a  sum  above  that 
realised  by  the  cottier- owner. 

Among  other  helps,  let  us  attempt  to  infuse  a  little  con- 
cerning the  arts  of  farming  in  our  village  schools,  as  has  been 
recommended  by  M.  Lafargue  in  France.  If  a  little  less  were 
taught  concerning  possessive  pronouns  and  reflective  verbs  to 
small  boys  of  ten  and  twelve,  and  a  little  more  concerning 
*  the  Six  noxious  insects  to  crops,'  whose  portraits  the  Agricul- 
tural Society  have  lately  published,  and  the  '  remedies ' — some- 
thing about  manures,  the  birds  which  do  and  those  which  do 
not  injure  our  field's  produce,  &c. — we  should  do  more  to  help 

^  How  great  are  the  difficulties  concerning  labour  all  over  tlie  world  may  be 
seen  by  the  statement  of  the  '  Grand  Master  of  the  Knights  of  Labour,'  who- 
ever he  may  be,  quoted  the  other  day  at  a  Convention  in  Chicago,  '  that  a  mil- 
lion and  a  half'  (large  figures^are  used  over  the  water)  '  of  men,  able  and  willing 
to  work,  were  without  employment  in  the  United  States.' 
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our  labourers  to  become  the  skilled  workmen  whose  wages  will 
rise  in  proportion  to  their  useful  knowledge. 

Improved  culture  on  a  large  scale  has  more  than  doubled 
the  general  yield  of  wheat  in  England,  and  wages  rise  witJi 
the  higher  order  of  agriculture  ;  to  a  considerable  extent  (says 
a  great  authority),  wages  keep  pace  with  rents.  By  the 
application  of  machinery,  while  the  cost  of  production  is 
greatly  reduced,  wages  advance,  as  it  requires  more  intelligence 
and  trustworthiness  in  the  workman.  As  a  rule,  rents  are  a 
third  lower  in  Ireland  than  in  England  ;  the  wages  are  there 
not  above  a  shilling  a  day,  while  even  in  the  poorer  districts 
of  England  and  Scotland  they  are  2s.  and  2s.  Qd. 

'  There  is  a  saying  that  a  poor  man  makes  a  poor  master  ; 
the  labourer  had  better  serve  a  rich  one — a  wage-finder  and 
work-giver.  It  may  be  maintained  that  a  poor  man  never  works 
for  so  bad  a  master  as  when  he  works  for  himself,  except  as 
an  adjunct  to  his  wage-earning  and  at  his  odd  moments,  and 
at  slack  times '  says  Mr.  Chadwick. 

After  all,  the  co-ordination  of  facts  into  a  science  must  be 
possible  in  political  economy  as  in  all  other  human  knowledge, 
though  we  may  not  have  reached  the  whole  truth  in  the  matter. 
This  is  a  question  of  experience  and  evidence.  The  experiment 
has  lasted  long  enough  over  a  wide  part  of  Europe  for  a 
judgment  to  be  formed,  and  the  evidence  is  certainly  strong- 
enough  of  the  opinion  of  the  best  thinkers  on  the  subject  abroad, 
as  to  the  present  want  of  success  of  Peasant  Properties. 
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